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One 


Stephan opened the door to his father's home office and 
watched as his dad sat behind the L-shaped rosewood desk. 
He stood at the threshold silently and studied Bernard 
Lexington as he worked. The bright afternoon sun shone 
through the blinds and played across his brown skin, slightly 
obscuring his features. Stephan could easily make out the 
years of wisdom etched in his face and hair with its gray 
temples. 

All of his life he had admired Bernard Lexington, and over 
the last few years while he had been under his guidance 
learning to run the jewelry business, he had grown to respect 
his father as an astute business man. 

The company needs you, Stephan's mind reflected on the 
words from his father. He'd received a call from his dad a 
week ago asking him to come home. When he had questioned 
why, his father said he didn't want to discuss it over the 
phone. But had asked him to arrange for an extended and 
possibly permanent visit. 

So, he'd packed up the intricate jewel designs he was 
working on and shipped them to the home office. 

Having got off the plane from Spain late last night, he had 
awakened after noon, showered and eaten. Now, he felt 
refreshed and ready to hear the important news his dad 
wanted to discuss. He considered the possibilities with excited 
expectation that his father may have called him home to talk 
about his father's retirement. Not that he was anxious for his 

6 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


father to leave, but the prospect of taking over the managing 
of the business was what he had been born to do. And it 
thrilled him. 

"Hi, dad, you wanted to talk to me?" Stephan closed the 
door behind him and walked deeper into the room. 

Bernard Lexington looked up from his papers. 

The joy evident in his father's eyes always warmed his 
heart. He loved the older man. Stephan watched as the broad 
smile spread across his father's face and he rose from behind 
the desk rounding it. 

"Son!" 

His father pulled him into a tight hug with a firm pat on the 
back. 

Grasping him by the shoulders, his father leaned back and 
stared at him. "It's good to see you." 

"It's good to be home." Stephan had turned thirty this 
year, and it amazed him how he still felt the warmth of pride 
spread inside of him at their close relationship. He knew guys 
who were not on good terms with their father, like his best 
friend Tyler, but Stephan was grateful for it. 

"So, why the rush home?" 

His father gave him another pat on the back. "Why don't 
we sit down, Stephan. This may take a while to explain." 
Bernard returned to his seat behind the desk. 

"Stephan? That big, huh?" Stephan joked as he followed in 
his father's steps toward the desk and took the seat on the 
opposite side. Apprehension caused goose bumps to rise on 
his arms. His father rarely used his first name in private, 
unless they were in a business meeting or something major 
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had happened. Like the time he and Tyler had put a laxative 
in their teacher's morning coffee to postpone a test they 
hadn't studied for because they went to Nags Head for the 
weekend to party with friends. There had been lots of 
"Stephan's" that day. 

His father smiled at him. "I have always been proud of 
you, Stephan." 

Stephan frowned at his father and raised a questioning 
eyebrow. "Oh, man. I'm not going to like what's coming at all. 
Am 1?" 

"It all depends on how you look at it, Son." 

Stephan laughed at his father's emphasis on the 
endearment as he watched Bernard lean back in his chair, 
staring at him across the desktop. 

"Give it to me straight, dad. Any way you dress it up, I 
have the feeling I'm not going to like what's coming." 
Stephan locked his fingers together over his abdomen as he 
waited for his father to begin. 

He heard his father sigh then begin. "Remember tonight 
we're going to the Montgomery's for a dinner party?" 

"Yes, sir. You said it had something to do with the merger 
you made with them about ten years ago." 

His father spoke from his seat behind the desk. "As you 
well know, that merger helped our jewelry business out 
tremendously. I've never pulled punches in telling you how 
close we came to closing the door to most of our stores." 

Stephan continued to listen to his father. So far, he wasn't 
hearing anything he didn't already know. But, instinct told 
him something big was hanging in the air. "You made a wise 
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choice, dad. In your shoes, I would've done the same thing if 
not more to save our family business. Over the last ten years 
our business has become stronger than ever linked with 
theirs." Stephan paused wondering if his father may be 
having doubts about his determination to see Lexington 
Jewelry succeed. Leaning forward he said, "Dad, I hope you 
realize that I have the same drive to see our company 
succeed and I wouldn't hesitate to do everything in my 
control to keep it happening. Whatever the sacrifice," he 
affirmed. 

His father stared at him across the smooth wood surface 
and smiled. "I'm counting on that, Son." Settling more 
comfortable in his seat, he began again, "Stephan, there was 
an important reason why I called you home. I couldn't talk to 
you on the phone about this situation, because of the delicacy 
of the matter. During the years since the merger, I 
unwittingly believed I'd never have this conversation with 
you. In this day and age, young people find themselves in 
love and headed down the aisle in record time." His father 
picked up a pen from his desk and rotated it through his 
fingers. 

Stephan's brow creased. His father appeared agitated 
about something, which was out of the norm. Bernard 
Lexington was usually steady as a rock. 

"I'm not following, dad. What reason? What situation?" 
Stephan questioned; his dad's ramblings were causing his 
own heart to race and feel uneasy. 

His dad must have realized his restless actions, because he 
placed the pen back on the table. "Stephan, when two 
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companies merge together, they need to find an equal 
medium that will work for both parties involved. Agree?" 

Sighing, Stephan nodded. "Which is one of the reasons we 
moved into Montgomery Headquarters, right? Because Mr. 
Montgomery preferred all the hotel businesses to operate out 
of the main office, like a unit, a family. Our business has been 
great." 

"Yes, it did help us. But, Sherman Montgomery, who was 
president and CEO of Montgomery Hotels at the time, had a 
problem that was going to become of great concern to him in 
the future." His father exhaled a slow breath. "Since he and 
his wife passed away unexpectedly nine years ago his 
concerns have begun to manifest." 

"What concerns?" Stephan paused and thought for a 
moment, placing his ankle on the opposite knee, his hands 
relaxed on his abdomen. "Now that I think about it, I don't 
recall seeing in the contract what they got out of the deal. 
Has a problem come up?" Stephan pondered his own question 
for a moment then continued, using the opportunity to 
express his concerns to his father. "Honestly, Dad, since I've 
been working out of the Luxury in Spain and traveling to the 
others, I've noticed first hand their overseas hotels aren't 
bringing in as much business as they used to. It hasn't really 
affected our business because between their faithful 
customers and ours we balance out." 

His father's brow furrowed. "What kind of things have you 
observed?" 

"From what I've seen they just need some fresh ideas. 
Their hotels seem to be running on the theory that because it 
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is the Luxury Hotel, living up to its name in design, style, and 
class alone will bring in new business. But, it's not." 

The tense lines in his father's face relaxed. "Well, I'm sure 
when their new president and CEO comes aboard soon she'll 
bring in some new ideas of her own." 

"So, that's what this dinner party is all about. Montgomery 
Hotels is getting a new CEO. Aren't the hotels being run by 
the late Mr. Montgomery's older sister?" Tingling sensations 
danced along his shoulders, as he lowered them. He hadn't 
even realized how tight they were drawn. 

"Marilyn Montgomery." His father sighed. "She took over 
the business when Sherman passed away." 

"T remember you and Mom went to the funeral. I know 
that was a hard time for you. I remember you all golfing and 
playing tennis when I was younger." 

His father looked away pensively. "Yes, we were. After we 
both married and started to work in our family businesses, we 
didn't see each other as much. I approached him about some 
assistance to our company. At the time he happened to be 
looking for someone to merge with in another aspect." 
Matching brown eyes met once again across the desk. 
"Stephan, the concerns Sherman was having ten years ago 
are now at a point where our assistance we agreed to is 
needed." 

Stephan's interest was starting to become aroused again. 
It seemed as if his father was dancing around something he 
really wanted to talk to him about. Usually an open and direct 
man, Bernard Lexington seemed to be having difficulty 
communicating. This time Stephan was aware of the tightness 
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in his shoulders. Instinct told him this was the point in the 
conversation that concerned his immediate arrival home. 
"What other aspect?" 

"Shortly before Sherman and I met, he'd found out his 
wife needed a full hysterectomy." 

Stephan sat confused. "What did that have to do with 
business and the merger?" 

"It had everything to do with both. Sherman and his wife 
only had one child and it was a girl." 

"This is the twenty-first century, Dad. A man no longer 
needs to have a son to follow in his footsteps." Stephan 
shrugged a single shoulder. 

His father rested his elbows on the top of the desk, leaning 
forward. "Son, Sherman's problem wasn't with his daughter's 
ability to run the company. Even though at that time the child 
was only sixteen, everyone could see she was a bright young 
lady. Just as you said earlier, some things about Montgomery 
Hotels are a little outdated and old-fashioned. Including their 
board of directors." 

"Well, allowing Lexington Jewelry into their hotels wouldn't 
have had an impact on any of that. So, what did? What did 
you offer, Dad?" he asked. 

Stephan's father exhaled a heavy breath. "Stephan, 
Sherman knew he couldn't change all of their old-fashioned 
viewpoints, but he thought if his daughter was married at the 
time she took over the board then maybe it would take some 
of the tension off her. He realized she would still have to 
prove herself, but maybe they wouldn't see her as a single 
unsettled girl, who'd be more concerned about the events on 
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her dating calendar and fashion than those of the company. 
He just wanted her to appear more stable, so maybe they 
would take her seriously and give her a chance." His father 
sighed. "No one would have anticipated her being so young." 

"Okay." Stephan shrugged his shoulders. "I guess 
marrying the girl off is a reasonable solution. So who...?" It 
all hit Stephan like a ton of cement poured rapidly from a 
truck. He didn't know how he'd missed the hints, but he knew 
what his father was finding hard to tell him. 

Stephan felt heat rise into his face as the full-impact of the 
merger, became evident to him. Stephan's foot dropped from 
his knee and hit the floor with a thump. 

"Son—" 

His father started to say something when Stephan cut him 
off. 

"Please, Dad, tell me what I'm thinking is wrong?" Stephan 
didn't want to form the words that were going through his 
mind, because saying the words would mean it was true. 

His father looked down at his desk, before raising his head 
toward him. "Yes, Stephan. Our part of the merger was for 
you and Sherman's daughter to marry." 

"T'll be damn. You agreed to a deal like that without my 
input." Stephan's voice and body rose. "How could you sell 
your own son out?" He began pacing like a caged tiger behind 
the chair he vacated, finding it hard to keep a lid on his 
anger. He and his father had always been close. So, he didn't 
understand why his father chose to hide this from him for ten 
years. 
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His father's voice remained calm. "Son, I did not sell you 
out. Arranged marriages happen all the time. Besides, you 
had just finished your first year in college and were headed to 
New York to start at G.I.A. You were in no position to be 
consulted on a business matter of this magnitude." 

Stephan's heart began to race. "A business matter. Dad, 
this is my /ife." He ran an idle hand over his head. "This is 
barbaric." Stephan stopped pacing, grabbed a hold of the 
back of his vacated chair and took some deep breaths trying 
to control his outrage. He began to feel lightheaded. 

"This isn't aS uncommon as you think." His father spun his 
chair around to the wall, sliding the cabinet door of his 
credenza aside he unlocked the small safe and removed a 
folder. Turning back around his father pushed the item across 
the desk toward him. "Prominent business families, politicians 
and other diplomats are always looking to link their business 
with another through their children. So, everything is still 
kept in the family. It's a win, win situation." 

"For who?" Stephan threw his hands up in the air as if he 
were surrendering to a firing squad. 

His father pointed to the folder. "Inside is one of two 
original copies of the contracted merger agreement." 

Refusing to glance at the folder, Stephan continued to 
stare at his father. "I've read the contract, several times. It 
mentions nothing about my marrying your friend's daughter." 

"This copy holds the addendum, which includes the 
marriage clause. There are only two copies of this. I have one 
and Sherman had the other, but Marilyn has it now. This was 
a private agreement between Sherman and I. We didn't want 
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it to be known. It would only add to the board prejudices 
against his daughter." 

"Why don't you all just put us on the auctioning block like 
they did back in slavery times and some lucky dad can choose 
a strong buck for their young daughter?" 

His father gave him a reproachful look, but Stephan didn't 
care. His father had sold him to the highest bidder like cattle. 
For the sake of the family business. 

"Your mother and I had an arranged marriage. It's where 
your grandfather got the financial backing to expand 
Lexington Jewelry. The Phelps were bankers and the 
Lexingtons jewelers. It turned out well." His father attempted 
to reassure him. 

"I don't mean any disrespect. I'm glad you and Mom's 
relationship turned out wonderful. If and when I choose to 
marry I'd like the pleasure of finding my own wife." Stephan 
sat back down in the chair. Standing only seemed to make 
him more aggravated. Already he was beginning to feel like a 
prisoner. The walls appeared to be closing in on him, and he 
wasn't even married yet. "Dad, I don't even know if I ever 
plan to get married. Let alone have someone I don't even 
know thrown into my lap." Stephan dragged his hands 
roughly over his low haircut. 

"Stephan, I know this is hard for you to understand, but 
we all have to do what is best for the family and the 
business." His father proclaimed, "Sometimes what we want 
is secondary. You even said so yourself." 

Last thing he wanted was his father reminding him of his 
hasty spoken words. When he'd sworn his loyalty, he didn't 
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realize at the time it would be the cost of his freedom. "What 
if I had found someone I wanted to marry? Or while I was in 
Spain running the overseas branch of the jewelry business 
decided to elope. What then, Dad?" Stephan questioned 
sarcasm lacing his voice. 

His father's eyes were filled with compassion as he said, 
"Well, Stephan, you didn't, so let's not even speculate about 
what might have been. Tonight we'll incorporate the wedding 
announcement with the dinner party. Tomorrow the bands 
will be posted, and after the time requirement is met, you will 
be marrying Sherman Montgomery's daughter." 

Stephan used his thumb and forefinger to press and 
squeeze against the headache building behind his eyes. "You 
all have thought of everything, haven't you?" he said, 
lowering his hand to his jaw. "I'm not sure I can go through 
with this, Dad." 

His father leaned forward on his desk. "Son, I know this is 
hard for you, but you'll learn to adjust. It won't be as bad as 
you think. J need you to do this." The pitch of his father's 
voice dropped and held a definitive tone. "It's a matter of 
honor." 

Honor. Stephan felt his heart rate speed up again, and 
sweat collected on the back of his neck. He was being cheated 
out of his choices and decisions, in the name of honor. Family 
honor. His father knew he couldn't turn his back or argue 
against those words. He'd raised him that way. Raised him to 
have pride in the family and its business. Raised him to think 
for himself. Some good that is doing me. Stephan had to 
admit to himself. He had been feeling the itch lately. A void, 
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that couldn't be filled, was consuming him. But, to have some 
unknown girl thrown into my lap. He shook his head in 
exasperation. His parents had taught him, marriage was until 
death you do part. Hell, I haven't even had a cold in two 
years. Stephan inhaled a quick breath, forcing his lungs to 
open up and pushed it out in a loud slow breath causing his 
cheeks to expand. He brought his mind back in focus. "How 
do you know it won't be that bad? What do you even know 
about this girl?" 

"First off, she's twenty-six soon to turn twenty-seven, a far 
cry away from a girl. Also, I've seen her a few times while she 
was doing her summer internship at Montgomery 
Headquarters during her first few years in college. She's very 
smart, from the reports I've heard." 

"Very smart, Dad. You can give it to me straight. Is she 
ugly? Have you even seen her recently, Dad?" 

"It's been a few years now, but when I saw her last, she 
was a flower in bloom." 

"Well, let's hope she's blossomed by now." 

"Stephan, I never realized how important looks were to 
you." There was a sound of disappointment in his father's 
voice. 

Stephan knew he was being cruel, but at the moment he 
didn't care. His life had just been flipped upside down. He was 
feeling more than a little ornery. "Looks aren't all that count, 
Dad, but her face could at least be pleasing if I'm going to 
have to look into it the rest of my life." Stephan grumbled 
honestly. He was still finding it hard to believe his father 
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arranged his marriage. "Why didn't you tell me about this 
before now?" 

"T couldn't. It's in the agreement. Sherman wanted you as 
the last resort. If his daughter had met someone appropriate 
and decided to marry before exchanging the reigns of the 
company, then none of this would have been necessary. But, 
since it didn't happen, I have to keep my word. Sherman is 
the only person who can absolve me of it." Sorrow laced his 
father's words. 

It was evident that his friend's death still bothered him. 

Stephan remained silent. 

"Well, Son, if it's any consolation, the girl will be just as 
shell shocked as you. She'll find out tonight." 

"Tonight, at the dinner party?" Stephan was being blown 
away one moment after another. He hoped the girl wasn't one 
of those spoiled, pampered rich girls who whine and scream 
when things don't go her way. He'd dated a girl like that in 
the past, and he couldn't imagine being married to one. 

His father shook his head. "She'll be told before the dinner 
party. We're all expected over at that time." 

"In front of all of us. She couldn't even be left with her 
dignity." Stephan gave a dry laugh. "Dad, whose idea was 
this? It sounds heartless. Why would Mr. Montgomery not 
want his daughter to know she would be marrying a total 
stranger, until an hour before the most important night of her 
life?" Stephan had to shake himself. He hadn't even met the 
girl, nor married her yet, and he was already trying to protect 
her. This was not a comfortable place for him. 
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"Sherman planned to tell his daughter after she graduated 
from college. So that the two of you would have a chance to 
become accustomed to the idea, get to know each other. 
When he passed away and his sister became the girl's 
guardian, Marilyn decided her niece had enough to worry 
about. She believed it would be in the young lady's best 
interest to be told later. I don't think her aunt was trying to 
hurt her. I believe she was doing what she thought was best. 
I couldn't tell you before because I couldn't risk a possibility 
of a slip after I promised Marilyn I wouldn't say anything," his 
father's voice implored him to understand. 

His head throbbed. He had enough for now. An urge to be 
alone overtook him. Stephan got up from his seat and headed 
toward the door. "I need some time to digest this, Dad. I'm 
going out for a while." 

Rising, his father grabbed the folder from the desk. "I 
know that this is a lot on you, but this was a promise our 
family and company made." Crossing the carpeted floor in 
sure strides, his father passed him the folder. "I need you to 
put your personal feelings aside and do the honorable thing." 

Without acknowledging his father's words, Stephan took 


the folder and walked out the door. 
*K KK *K 


Twenty minutes later, Stephan found himself hitting the 
asphalt. Shockwaves of adrenaline and the impact of each 
footfall to the ground reverberated through his calves and 
thighs. He needed this. Needed to do something he could 
control. 
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His arms pumped helping to increase his speed, propelling 
him forward. At this moment, his life was spinning out of his 
control. It was being ordered and governed by his father and 
a dead man he couldn't vent about. But he was pissed. More 
than pissed, he was damn furious. 

There was no way he could've expressed to his father how 
mad he was. No, his father had always been there, supported 
him all of his life, and he couldn't hurt him that way, 
especially when his father's word was on the line. Damn. 

He wanted to spit nails. Being made to marry some 
woman, he didn't know, didn't care about and surely didn't 
love was eating at him. 

He wanted to scream at someone, expel his anger at 
something. The reason he wanted to exert himself was to 
absolve all his anger away. A way for him to find the peace or 
fortitude to get through the evening. Since college it had been 
his way of handling stress and clearing his mind. 

When he reached his old three-mile marker at twenty-five 
minutes, he turned and headed back to his house. He pushed 
himself harder, taking his normal eight and a half-minute mile 
into seven. Regardless of how he felt about this marriage, he 


had to accept the fact his fate was dealt. 
*K OK K OK 


Stephan left his room dressed for the evening's events. His 
mood still hadn't improved since leaving his father's office. 
After running, he'd come back and read the addendum with 
the marriage clause. He'd scanned it word by word, looking 
for some kind of loophole. When he didn't find one that would 
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pardon him from the agreement without putting his family's 
honor and his father's word at risk, he put it away and got 
dressed. Maybe lady luck, karma or an angel would be on his 
side and his "intended" would create a fuss and refuse to 
marry him. 

Descending the stairs, he wasn't surprised to see his best 
friend and their company's PR man, Tyler. Tyler wasn't only 
the public relations head; he was also a part of their family. A 
situation this big, his father was always looking ahead to 
make sure there wouldn't be any negative impact on 
Lexington Jewelry. If he hadn't been so distracted by all the 
news, he would have called Tyler and made sure his friend 
was involved. "How long have you been here?" 

"Since you stormed out of the house in your running gear." 
Tyler smiled, stretching the side of his goatee. "Your father 
called me, told me to dress for a dinner party, and when I got 
here, he gave me the low down on the situation." Stepping 
closer to him, Tyler said, "I must admit, Steph, I agree with 
your father. As bad as it feels, this is common place, and I'll 
do my best to place a romantic spin to it in the press." 

Stephan would have preferred his friend be enraged along 
with him, but just like himself and his father, Tyler was an 
astute businessman. "Thanks, Ty, but what I need is not to 
have to marry this girl. However, as much as I ran and 
thought all of this through, I still couldn't come up with 
another alternative to it." Looking past Tyler to his parents, 
he said, "My father gave his word and regardless of how I 
may feel, I'm bound by that and I love him too much not to 
honor it." 
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"It's a noble thing you're doing, man. I don't know if 
another guy in your place would have done the same," Tyler 
declared. 

Stephan looked at Tyler knowing he spoke about the 
relationship between himself and his own father. At that 
moment, even with everything that was going on, Stephan 
was grateful for the relationship he and his dad shared. 

When Stephan stepped closer to his parents, his mother 
approached him and kissed his cheek. 

"You'll see everything will be just fine," Julia Lexington 
assured him. 

They all left the house and headed for the Montgomery 
estate. 
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Two 


Chantal returned to the house from the mall with Liza, her 
best friend, when Waverly greeted them at the front door. 

"Miss Chantal, your aunt asked me to tell you to go 
directly to the study when you arrived home," the butler said 
in his formal manner. 

"Thank you, Waverly." She displayed a radiant smile 
toward the elderly man. Today she was walking on cloud 
eleven looking down on nine. She didn't believe there was 
one single thing that could get her spirits down. Not even 
Aunt Marilyn. 

"Liza, I'll be right up. Let me see what she wants. Probably 
to go over the evening events for the sixth time." Speaking 
over her shoulder, Chantal headed toward the study. 

"Okay. I'll meet you in your room," Liza responded. 

Chantal caught a glimpse of her friend, Liza, sprinting up 
the stairs sharing her excitement of the coming evening. Liza 
no longer lived in Northern Virginia. She'd gotten a job and 
was working three and half hours away in Virginia Beach. Her 
friend drove up to celebrate this day with her. 

When Chantal breezed into the study, she froze, stunned. 
She was caught off guard. The study was full of people. 

"I'm so sorry, Aunt Marilyn. Waverly told me you wanted 
to see me when I returned, but he didn't say you had guests." 
Chantal prepared to back out of the study door she'd left 
open. 
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"It's quite all right, Chantal. They are part of the reason I 
wanted to see you. We all have been expecting you," Aunt 
Marilyn confirmed. 

"Oh? Did I forget a meeting?" Perplexed Chantal's 
forehead creased. 

"No, you are not late. They have shortly arrived. Close the 
door and take a seat and I will explain it all to you." Her 
aunt's speech was clipped and controlled, contractions 
excluded as always. 

Chantal did as she was told. On her way to the empty seat 
on the other side of the desk, Chantal tried to make a discreet 
assessment of everyone in the room. 

Sitting in the second chair by the desk was a man Chantal 
recognized from the main office as Mr. Lexington. The man 
had also been a golfing buddy of her father's for years. Mr. 
Lexington was distinguished in his black tuxedo, with his salt 
and pepper gray hair and beard neatly trimmed. His skin 
reminded her of pecan shells, a subtle mixture of browns and 
appearing smooth to the touch. 

There was also an older woman sitting on the couch 
located on the left side of the room. If Chantal had to pick a 
word to describe the lady, it would have been classy. She sat 
erect, at the same time looking comfortable as a sweet smile 
graced her mouth. The woman wore a soft, silver sequined 
evening gown with purse and shoes to match. Her hair was 
pulled back into a neat French roll, showing off her high, 
beehive-honey colored cheekbones. 

Next to the woman sat a man approximately in his early 
thirties. From the quick glance Chantal got of him, he was an 
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attractive man, with a dark midnight Mars bar chocolate 
complexion. His head was completely bald, while around his 
mouth he sported a neat goatee. 

Her aunt's voice grabbed her attention. 

"Chantal, you know tonight I am going to officially 
announce you as the sitting president and the CEO to succeed 
your father?" 

"Yes, ma'am." Chantal attempted to keep her excitement 
level down, not wanting to appear to be silly or immature. 
But, all of her life she had been preparing for this moment 
and she was going to enjoy it to the fullest, she thought as 
she allowed a small smile to grace her lips. 

"Well, before I get started, let me introduce the people in 
the room to you. You should know Mr. Bernard Lexington 
from the office. He owns Lexington Jewelry which has some 
stores in our hotels." 

Chantal turned to Mr. Lexington and greeted him. 

"Mrs. Lexington, her son and their public relations head are 
also present." 

Chantal greeted Mrs. Lexington and her son, and then 
glanced around the study and located their PR man standing 
by the French glass patio doors. The curtains were pulled 
back wide over the doors, and from the soft glow of the 
setting sun a shadow surrounded the man hiding him in 
shadow obscuring his features. 

Chantal nodded politely in his direction. She thought it was 
a bit out of the ordinary to have their PR man here at a 
Montgomery function and announcement, but shrugged it 
away. 

25 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


Her aunt took control of the conversation again. "Well, 
Chantal, as we have discussed on several occasions, this 
evening is going to be an important step for you. I know you 
have been waiting for this moment for a long time. But, there 
is more to this evening's events than you know." 

"Such as?" Chantal tried to determine what her aunt was 
alluding to. As far as she knew everything was planned, done 
and set. Then set again and reset. 

"There are some things I have chosen not to tell you until 
tonight. That will have a great impact on your future with the 
company." 

Chantal noticed the quivering or winded texture of her 
aunt's voice. Was Aunt Marilyn nervous? Not possible. Her 
aunt was the most constant and controlled person she knew. 
Pushing aside the thoughts about her aunt's voice, she 
refocused on what her aunt had said. She hoped something 
hadn't gone wrong with the evening's event. 

"Something like what?" Chantal was feeling impatient. She 
fought the urge to sigh heavily. It was out of character to 
hear her aunt stumbling over words. Chantal prayed silently. 
Whatever it was her aunt was trying to say she wished she'd 
just spill it. Or allow the subject to wait until tomorrow. It 
could only be so important if Aunt Marilyn had waited until 
now to tell her. 

Finally, Aunt Marilyn began. "Chantal, do you remember us 
talking about a merger agreement that took place about ten 
years ago between Montgomery Hotels and Lexington 
Jewelry?" 
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"Yes." Lord, this was old news. Was this conversation 
really important now? Chantal took a deep breath working to 
keep the irritation out of her voice. Last thing she wanted was 
to offend the Lexingtons who were seated in the room or 
anger her aunt. She'd learned well over the years under her 
aunt's tutelage. However, she would rather be upstairs 
getting ready for the party. The other guests would be here 
soon. "They moved some of their stores into some of our 
overseas hotels and moved into the home office." 

"Well, none of us would have been prepared for you to 
assume control of the company at such a young age. Neither 
did we expect to lose my brother so soon. Your age has 
placed another obstacle for you to overcome among our 
board members. Part of the concern is that you're a female. 
We've talked about having one of the obstacles being bad 
enough, but you held two strikes against you. The board is 
full of men, and old money men, most have been on the 
board since your grandfather started the company. It would 
be extremely difficult for you to get their approval." 

"You've managed to handle them well," Chantal countered. 

"Yes, but, it wasn't easy. Many days it was hard for me to 
get their backing on things, and I have been an integral part 
of this hotel business all of my life. You've experienced some 
of this over the past few years as well." 

"T have. Mr. Howling seems to make it his life's mission to 
put me in my place." Since she'd left college and started 
working at the hotel, he'd become her harshest critic. Any 
suggestions she made he always voted against it, vocalizing 
his disapproval to the rest of the members. Even now, she 
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could hear his voice in her head saying, "A young girl just out 
of the crib of the education house knows nothing about 
running a business." 

She took a deep breath to clear her mind, bringing her 
attention back on the present issue. 

"Chantal, there's a solution to all of this," Aunt Marilyn 
continued. "I can commend my brother for his foresight years 
ago to see you succeed." 

"A solution." She couldn't help the small chuckle that 
bubbled up. "Something that will change my age and 
gender?" 

Her aunt raising a single eyebrow and giving her a pointed 
look curved her humor. 

"Having to deal with the attitudes of the men on the 
Montgomery hotel board for so many years, your father was 
concerned. As well he should have been. My brother had the 
fortitude to enter into the merger with Lexington Jewelry. He 
wanted to give you a fair chance. It was never his intention to 
have you placed as head of the company this young, but 
circumstance dictated it." Her aunt leaned back in her chair, 
her hands folded in her lap. 

"T've read the merger thoroughly and there wasn't 
anything within it that would have any impact on my being 
young and female. Matter of fact I wasn't mentioned at all." 

"The marriage clause would impact it," her aunt said 
evenly. 

"Marriage. There's no possibility of that happening anytime 
soon." There wasn't even anyone on the horizon. With school 
and learning the company under the guidance of her aunt, 
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there was no time left for relationships. A small weight of 
regret pressed on her heart of all the things she'd sacrificed in 
the years since her parents' death. "I don't mean to sound 
facetious, but the only way I'll be getting married is if dad 
arranged one for me." Absurdity laced her voice. That idea 
was so ludicrous Chantal didn't even want to give it a 
moment's thought. 

A heavy burden of silence saturated the atmosphere of the 
room. 

Alarm weighed down her heart. Snapping her head from 
left to right, Chantal rested her frantic gaze on each person's 
face, but everyone appeared to be avoiding her eye contact. 
Even her aunt who was giving her a pointed look remained 
unusually quiet. 

"What you're thinking is true." A voice came from the PR 
man by the patio. 

He seemed to be the only one willing to voice her fears. 

Chantal couldn't see his expression. He no longer stood in 
the shadows, but he kept his back to the people in the room 
as he stared out the door. An outsider to the situation, who 
knows more than I do. 

Chantal wanted to deny the confirmation he gave to her 
thoughts. She wanted to hear the words from her aunt. Then 
she'd believe it was true. Her aunt was many things, but a liar 
wasn't one of them. 

When she turned and finally met her aunt's gaze, she 
knew the answer. 

"But, why?" was all that passed through her lips. She felt 
nauseated and angry, which blended together inside of her. 
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Not playing on her intelligence, her aunt spoke honestly. 
"Your father believed it would make you appear to have a 
more settled lifestyle to the board hoping that it would 
influence them to take your views and opinions seriously. 
None of us could have anticipated you would be this young. 
Adding that additional strike against you, you will need this 
on your side." 

"What if I decide not to do it? In this day and age it just 
doesn't make sense. So, if I chose not to get married, what 
then?" Chantal threw out. She hated feeling the loss of 
control. 

"Then I will continue to run the hotels until you turn 
thirty," her aunt's voice was imperious. 

Chantal wanted to fight this decision, but the look her aunt 
gave her spoke volumes that it wasn't up for negotiations. 
She was the epitome of being caught between a rock and a 
hard place, and the position wasn't comfortable. 

Her aunt continued, "It's a matter of family honor." 

Honor, Chantal screamed in her head. No one in her family 
had felt the decency to honor her with the truth. Honor her 
with the fact she had been a pawn in a corporate game of 
chess. 

Pain radiated in her hands as she clinched her fist in anger. 
"Let me get this straight. If I don't follow through with the 
contract..." The word brought a sour taste to her mouth. 
"That my father made over ten years ago. Then I'd have to 
wait almost four years before I could take my place as head 
of the hotels?" 

"Yes," her aunt answered. 
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No. Chantal's internal voice shouted, Hell, no. I've given 
up everything for this chance. For ten years, I've sat back 
while my aunt controlled my life counting the days until this 
moment. I'm not giving that up for anything. 

She took a deep breath and schooled her features hoping 
she still looked calm and in control, but inside she was raging 
and thoroughly pissed off at the situation she was in. Refusing 
to wait any longer for what she worked hard for, just because 
of the antiquated views of a few key men on the board. 

Realizing she was left with no choice, she'd have to deal 
with the marriage the best way she could, but business came 
first. If they want me married, they got it. 

Who knows, maybe they would eventually end up happy 
like her parents. Briefly, the movie The War of the Roses 
flashed through her mind. 

"T'll do it," she said evenly. "So, who am I supposed to be 
marrying? Did he pick the person out, or do I just randomly 
snag a lucky man off the street?" She allowed her words to 
show how absurd she thought the entire situation. 

The rough sound of her aunt clearing her throat let her 
know that Aunt Marilyn didn't appreciate the sarcasm. Well 
she didn't appreciate the manipulation of her life. 

"Mr. Lexington's son." 

Chantal used her peripheral vision to observe the man on 
the couch sitting next to his mother. He looked kind and 
attractive, but other than that she had no feelings toward 
him. 

Refocusing her attention back to her aunt, she asked, 
"When is the wedding supposed to take place?" She was 
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hoping she would at least have the summer to digest this. 
Her family and most of the city were Episcopalians. Chantal 
knew it was required for them to wait for the posting of the 
bands. Father Murray wouldn't relent on that rule. It was an 
old tradition that came from the head church in England, but 
he held on to the merit of it. It would cause a scandal in their 
church if someone married before the appointed time. Her 
aunt hated scandals. 

"Within the month." Her aunt's words rang with finality. 

Shocked was an understatement of how Chantal felt. "With 
my taking over the business my days are going to be filled 
enough, Aunt Marilyn. A month leaves no time to plan. Why 
so soon? People will think I'm pregnant or dying." So much 
for embarrassing the family. 

Aunt Marilyn spoke cutting into her words, "Chantal, do 
not forget what is happening tonight." 

With the late breaking news, Chantal had briefly put aside 
the coming events of the night, what this evening signified, 
proving how out of sorts she felt. 

Her aunt rushed on, "You will be taking over the company. 
We have no time to waste. The announcement will be made 
tonight during the party, and the bands will be posted 
tomorrow. During the beginning of next week, the pre-marital 
counseling questionnaire will arrive, and the following week 
you both have an appointment to meet with Father Murray." 

Aunt Marilyn was nothing if not efficient. 

"Chantal dear, I know this is a lot for you to digest at 
once," Mr. Lexington finally interjected. "My son needed time 
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to put everything in perceptive so if you need to leave and 
prepare for tonight, we all understand." 

A single corner of her mouth lifted giving him a small smile 
of thanks as Chantal turned to the man soon to become her 
father-in-law. Everything inside of her yearned to escape. 

When she began to rise, her aunt's words stopped her. 

"Would everyone please excuse us? I need a moment with 
my niece." 

You've got to be kidding me. Even at a moment like this, 
her aunt gave her no slack, no peace. 'Never show weakness’, 
was her aunt's motto and even tonight she was going to stick 
by it. No exception to the rule. 

Before everyone rose to exit the room, her aunt even took 
control of their actions by saying, "Chantal, I know you plan 
to meet your fiancé before they take their leave." 

Her aunt's subtle way of saying, 'Do not be rude, Chantal, 
and embarrass the family’. 

"Of course, Aunt Marilyn." Chantal walked over to the man 
now standing next to Mrs. Lexington in front of the couch. 
"It's a pleasure to—" 

"Chantal, he is not Mr. Lexington's son. He is," her aunt 
chimed in, her finger pointing toward the patio, indicating the 
man who stood in the shadows during the meeting. 

"Forgive me," Chantal said, making her apologies to the 
man she mistook as the son, noticing the smile beginning to 
turn up the corners of his mouth. There was only one person 
left. Turning toward the French doors, she walked over to the 
man who had appeared so removed from what was going on. 
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"Chantal Montgomery, your fiancé Stephan Lexington," her 
aunt made the introductions. 

Her world stopped. My mind must be playing tricks on me, 
Chantal chided herself, because she could not have heard her 
aunt correctly. 

Nine years. Nine years since her prom night, but she never 
forgot his name. 

Stephan turned around, and everything else around her 
ceased to exist. Beads of sweat popped out on the back of her 
neck and her heart rate accelerated as her breath caught in 
her throat. Her fantasy stood less than five feet away from 
her looking untouched by time—exuding sex appeal. He 
looked taller, his shoulders were broader, and a worldly 
wisdom in his eyes. 

"We meet again." 

His voice was smooth as satin sliding across her skin. She 
began to feel heated and dizzy as if she stood in the rays of 
the sun for too long. 

The inflections in his words brought back all of the 
memories of that night to Chantal. She'd felt her body 
awakening to new emotions of being in his arms, enveloped 
by the smell of him. Then there was the kiss. 

Chantal's memory played back the last dance of her prom 
night and how he had kissed her cheek at the end of the 
night. A million nights, she had lain in bed wondering what it 
would have felt like to be kissed on the lips by him. Now 
within the month she would know. 

Inundated with emotions, every fiber of her being wanted 
to run from the room. She held her ground. 
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* OK OK OX 


Stephan hadn't remembered the young girl from the prom 
until she came into the study like a wanton summer's breeze. 
At that moment he'd been glad he was away from the other 
occupants in the room. Her affect on him was instantaneous. 
As he observed all of the new changes to her body, a frisson 
of desire pushed his blood directly to his groin and throbbed 
for attention. 

Since that prom night, the little wallflower had filled out 
just right, in every place that counted—hips, ass, breast and 
thighs. She may have been a late bloomer, but bloom she 
did. 

His gaze traveled over her body. Her hair, which had been 
a mass of curls, was now pulled back into a tight bun. There 
was not a hair out of place. The style was as severe as her 
aunt's. The shirt she wore was cotton, standard apparel for 
most locals to keep the sticky heat of Virginia summer away 
from their skin. It clung to her breast, a snug fit. He recalled 
during her prom night that they were small as peach seeds, 
barely noticeable. Now they looked as if they were ripe for 
harvest. Her nipples, erect and apparent pressed into the 
fabric of her shirt making themselves two distinct attractions 
for his viewing. Their response to the air conditioning made 
him wonder how sensitive and responsive they were to a 
man's hands and mouth. He stifled a groan. This train of 
thought was leading him into dangerous ground. Remember, 
man, this isn't what you want. You're being forced to marry 
her. 
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Even with his words, his mouth still watered with the 
thought of capturing each stiff peak in his mouth and suckling 
them. He felt his manhood stir and press against his zipper. 
Man, it has been too long since you've been with a woman, if 
you're getting aroused in a room full of people, including your 
parents. 

He took a deep breath to clear his head. 

The jeans she wore hugged her assets well. Rounded 
buttocks, nice thighs and hips full enough for a man's grasp. 
Stephan covered the second groan with a cough. Get it 
together before you embarrass yourself. 

The only thing that hadn't changed was the glasses. 

Stephan felt like a voyeur, standing there ogling her 
attributes. He was fighting a losing battle trying to keep his 
thoughts restrained. 

A minute ago, when Chantal walked over to Tyler thinking 
he was her fiancé, he felt a moment of jealousy. The idea she 
preferred Tyler to him. Until he reminded himself, his friend 
was sitting next to his mother. An honest mistake. 

Stephan wasn't sure how much time passed while he and 
Chantal had been frozen staring at each other. Tyler or his 
father cleared their throat to get his attention. When Chantal 
returned wordlessly to her seat, he noticed all eyes were on 
him. 

"Please explain yourself, Stephan. I was not aware that 
you and my niece met before," Chantal's aunt demanded. 

"Neither did I until she walked in here." Stephan eyed the 
woman he was beginning to strongly dislike. 

"Son, where did the two of you meet?" 
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"At her prom, Dad." 

Marilyn Montgomery cut in, "Stephan, I hope you do not 
mean you at one time made it a practice of spending time 
with high school girls, when I know you were almost out of 
college by then." 

Stephan wondered if Chantal had a chance to develop her 
own personality with such an overbearing guard. "No, ma'am, 
I did not. Your niece and my sister both attended Virginia 
Academy. We met when I escorted my sister to prom." 
Stephan left out the part about them dancing. 

"Well, that explains it." Signs of relief etched across his 
father's face. "Well, we'll allow you and Chantal some time to 
talk before the dinner party." Bernard ushered them out of 
the room, before Chantal's aunt could probe any further. 
Stephan was the last to file out of the room. He couldn't resist 
looking at his fiancée again. At the same time, she glanced 
over her shoulder, and their eyes met. He gave her a small 


smile then left closing the door behind him. 
* KOK X* 


Silence fell over the room as Chantal watched her aunt 
open up a drawer, take out some papers, and begin to sort 
through them. 

Chantal found herself mesmerized. Since her parent's 
death, this was the first time she saw her aunt in her father's 
office or sitting behind his desk. Normally, her aunt stayed at 
the office from the moment the sun rose until the moon 
rested high in the sky. All of her training and instruct had 
even been handled at Montgomery Headquarters. 
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When she first entered the room, she was so consumed by 
the other guests that she didn't think about it. For a moment 
her mind drifted to the days when she was a small child and 
her father had caught her sitting behind his desk, "My darling 
daughter, why are you in my seat? You know that the control 
of the Montgomery hotel happens from there." 

She could even remember his compassionate look he 
would give her, knowing she was always curious about what 
he did in his study. 

"IT want to be a businessman like you, daddy." Looking up 
at him with hope in her eyes. 

"My, little Chantal, it'll all be yours soon. One day I'll leave 
from this world and you'll run the family business." 

Even now, she could feel the warmth of his arms as she 
recalled him picking her up, sitting her in his lap, talking to 
her about their hotel business, and telling her different stories 
about all eight hotels. At his knee, she learned they owned 
one in Cancun, one on the island of Jamaica, one in New York 
and two in California: Los Angeles and Carmel. Most of all, 
she'd love to pester him constantly to tell her about the exotic 
ones overseas: Italy, Spain and France. 

"Stop gawking, Chantal." 

Her aunt's raspy speech broke into her thoughts abruptly 
with her harsh, demanding voice causing the vibrant 
memories to fade away. 

"Yes, Aunt Marilyn," Chantal spit out between clinched 
teeth. Looking down, she picked at an invisible piece of lent 
on her skirt. Only her aunt could turn her into a child with one 
sharp word or look. Telling my aunt that I'm a grown woman 
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would be a waste of breath. Can't teach an old bat not to bite. 
It would not do her good to alienate her aunt. As a woman, 
her aunt held a lot of pull on the board, considering she had 
been there since she could talk. Glancing up at her aunt, she 
said, "I'm just not used to you sitting at my father's desk." 

Marilyn's normal paper-bag brown complexion took on an 
ashen look. She was noticeably taken aback, but regained her 
composure quickly. "I know whose seat this was, Chantal." 

Chantal noted the raise of her aunt's eyebrows. She 
couldn't help but wonder if the move caused relief to her 
scalp from the extremely tight bun on the crown of her aunt's 
head. 

"Your tongue was always too loose. I tried to warn your 
parents, but they never listened. They were always too 
wrapped up in each other's arms." Her aunt rolled her eyes. 

"My parents loved each other." The comment slipped out 
of Chantal's mouth before she could catch it. Something that 
will be denied us both. Chantal sighed internally. Daddy, how 
could you? 

"Let me inform you of a few things, Chantal. I thought you 
would have matured enough to understand how things work 
in the world, but I should have known better. Maybe I kept 
your life too sheltered." She seemed to pause to control her 
emotions. "Before this chair, office, and business were your 
father's, it was my father's and his father's before him. I was 
the first born, and if your father had not been born or if I was 
a man, the hotels would have been mine." She paused to take 
a breath. "But all of that is water under the bridge now. Your 
father is dead, and it was left up to me to handle the business 
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until after you finished your Master's degree and worked for a 
few years learning the hotel business. Until now, you have 
been my responsibility, and I have done the best to raise you 
to become a proper lady and not embarrass this family in 
society. It was also my duty, as your only living relative, to 
teach you the ins and outs of this business so you can run it 
efficiently." 

Her aunt said the word "teach" as if she was doubtful 
anyone, but her was actually equipped to run the hotel 
business. 

Chantal held back the tears threatening to come out. Over 
the years she'd developed thick skin, realizing early on that 
Marilyn Montgomery was hard as nails. For the first time in 
years, she felt uneasy about what was in store for her. She 
reminded herself, she was a grown woman now. No longer 
the sixteen-year-old girl her parents left behind when they 
died. 

Sliding a document across the desktop her aunt said, "One 
more thing before you go, Chantal. I need you to sign the 
contract stating that you officially accept the controlling 
interest and CEO position of Montgomery Hotels. Monday we 
will go over it in more detail." 

Picking up the paper, Chantal read it before signing the 
papers and returning it to her aunt. 

"In this folder is the full contract between your father and 
Bernard Lexington, including the marriage clause that was 
withheld from you until today," she said, placing a folder in 
front of her. 
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"Why didn't you tell me about this clause before today, 
Aunt Marilyn?" Chantal questioned. 

Lifting the folder, her aunt held it directly in front of her 
face leaving Chantal no choice but to take it. 

When Chantal grabbed a hold of it, Marilyn continued, "I 
made the choices that I felt were right for the business and 
you. What good would it have done for you to Know and end 
up worrying about everything Stephan Lexington was doing 
instead of you focusing full on the company?" Her aunt 
paused. "I needed you focused not lovesick." 

If you only knew. She heard her aunt exhale a gust of air 
before changing the subject. 

"Now, read the marriage clause, then pull yourself 
together. You have a long night ahead of you." 

Rising Chantal headed for the door, stopping a foot away 
from it she turned back around. "You know, Aunt Marilyn, had 
you trusted me with this..." She raised the folder. "I may 
have surprised you." 

The chair didn't even squeak as her aunt's emaciated 
frame leaned back. "You know, Chantal, I'm still hoping you 
will." 

Oh, I will. Nothing further to say, Chantal exited the office 
and went up to her room. 

"Be prompt for dinner, it's rude to keep your guests 
waiting," her aunt called to her retreating form. 

Chantal walked out of the room holding the folder by her 
side and strutting from the room with confident words raging 
in her mind. Once I get the reigns of this company firmly in 
hand, I'm going to run it better than even you Aunt Marilyn. 
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Three 


Jogging up the stairs, Chantal entered her room to find 
Liza sitting on her bed reading a magazine. 

"I was beginning to send out a search party," Liza joked, 
dropping the magazine onto the nightstand. "Chantal, what's 
wrong? You look as if you've seen a ghost." Liza got up from 
the bed and walked over to her. 

Dropping the folder onto her desk, Chantal turned and 
faced Liza. "I wish it were a ghost. Then I'd know it wasn't 
real." 

"Are you going to tell me what's wrong?" Liza questioned. 

Leaning her behind on the edge of the desk, Chantal 
looked at her friend and announced, "I'm getting married." 

"You're what!" The look of shock was evident on Liza's 
face. 

"Getting married." 

"What do you mean you're getting married? You're not 
even engaged, let alone dating anyone." 

"As of now I am." Chantal sat in a swivel chair beside her 
desk and slipped off her shoes. 

"Could you start from the beginning please, Chantal, 
because I am finding it hard following you." 

Unable to sit still, Chantal got up from the chair and 
started pacing as she went through all of the details with Liza. 

"Oh, my goodness. I can't believe you're getting married in 
a month. Well, who is Mr. Lexington's son?" 
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"Do you remember Stephan?" When Liza looked confused 
Chantal said, "The guy from the prom." 

Liza frowned for a moment. "The cute college guy you 
were dancing with?" 

"The one and only," she proclaimed. 

Crossing the room to her vanity on the other side of her 
bed, Chantal sat down and began removing the pins from her 
hair. Her guests would be arriving soon and she needed to 
get ready. She considered that if she focused on her 
preparations for the dinner party, then maybe she could 
ignore the tears that had been burning the back of her eyes 
since she found out. But as she loosened her hair, one tear 
fell, then another and soon twin salty streams were pouring 
down her face. 

She didn't know how long she'd been crying when she felt 
Liza's comforting hand on her back. 

"Chantal, it'll be okay. Forgive me for saying this, but you 
seem more upset it's Stephan, than you've sounded about the 
whole situation. What's the deal? I would've thought you'd 
love to have a chance to see if he could kiss as good as you 
believed. You talked about him for months afterwards." 

"Kissing him, Liza, not marrying him. Big difference." 
Chantal wanted to scream at how preposterous it all sounded. 

"Chantal, correct me if I'm wrong. You're more upset 
about marrying the man of your dreams than having an 
arranged marriage. Why?" 

Chantal should have known Liza would read her like a 
book. 
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"We've been friends for entirely too long." She grabbed a 
Kleenex from the box on her vanity table. Lifting her glasses 
Chantal dabbed at her eyes. Her makeup was running, but 
she didn't care. She'd get herself together in the shower. 

"Then what's up?" Liza sat down on the edge of the bed 
facing her. 

"You know, Liza, just like most women I have dreams of 
marriage and family." She gave a dry chuckle. "I never could 
figure out where they'd fit in with the business ... but if my 
dad did it, so could I." Chantal tossed the crumpled tissue 
into the wastebasket beside the vanity. "I thought I'd meet 
someone and fall in love, not that my aunt would be the one 
to propose to me. 'Chantal, here's the guy being forced to 
marry you."" 

"So, the groom is pissed?" 

"Would you be?" Standing Chantal crossed the room and 
entered the bathroom to turn the faucet on to fill the tub. She 
had about an hour before her guests arrived, and she needed 
to relax in a bath. 

"Maybe..." Liza raised her voice. "Stephan was hot all 
those years ago at prom ... hmm, I can only imagine what 
your future husband looks like now. Grown, male, broad 
shoulders, firm ass and—" 

"Enough!" Chantal threw a towel at her friend to hush 
Liza's flow of words. The last thing she needed was her friend 
painting a picture of Stephan. His image was embedded deep 
in her memory. Even the thought of him now was causing her 
pulse to race and a throbbing between her legs, a response 
her body had experienced many times over the years with 
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thoughts of him. "Look, this situation is anything but romantic 
or... even sexy. It's pitiful." Grabbing the shopping bag from 
the center of her bed, she pulled out the accessories she'd 
purchased to go with her dress for the evening. 
Undergarments and hosiery she laid on the bed, her jewelry 
she placed on her vanity top. 

"I'm sure it will all work out eventually. Your class does 
this stuff all the time. Hell, every time I hear about some 
businessman's son, he's marrying the daughter of another old 
money family. I think to myself ... what is really going on?" 
Her friend gave her a cheeky smile. "Now, I know." 

"Yeah, you know that two people were forced to marry for 
the sake of a stupid marriage clause." Chantal could feel her 
anger bubbling up again. "Hell, Liza, am I some ugly cow that 
my father assumed would never have a chance finding her 
own man? I will admit that at almost twenty-six I may be a 
late bloomer in the romance department. But if I want to 
keep our company running I had to make sacrifices. Sacrifices 
my father should have understood." 

"I'm sure your father understood what type of pressure 
you would be under and that's probably his reasoning behind 
doing this. Don't worry, regardless of how those high society 
couples get together they usually stay together until one of 
them dies off." 

"Yeah, and just like those marriages, my husband will be 
traveling the world on 'business' having affairs." 

Liza stood up. "Whoa, Madam President. Where did that 
come from?" 
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"I'm no fool. Love breeds the expectation of fidelity, not a 
cold contract. I'm a realist." 

Shrugging, Liza said, "Well, maybe you're right." 

"I know I am," she declared. 

"If you're going to be so miserable, why don't you fight it?" 
Gesturing to the folder on her desk, Liza said, "I'm sure 
there's some loophole in it." 

She followed Liza's direction and glanced at the folder. "I 
plan to read it and see. But, as it stands now if I don't marry 
Stephan Lexington, then I can't run the hotels until I turn 
thirty." 

"Aha, hell—" 

There was a knock at the bedroom door. 

"Come in," Chantal called out. 

"Chantal, I'm sorry to disturb you." 

Chantal expected her aunt, but instead watched as 
Stephan's mother opened the door. 

"It's okay. I was on my way out. Chantal, I'll meet you 
downstairs. I'm sure my mother could use some help in the 
kitchen even if she would never admit it. Besides the party 
will be starting soon, and the guest of honor should be 
fashionably late not her friend." Liza exited the room, closing 
the door behind her. 

"Mrs. Lexin—" 

"Chant—" 

Both of them started talking at once. 

"Please continue," Chantal encouraged the older woman. 

"I can understand how you feel, Chantal. I was in your 
shoes before, and I know there's a lot of uncertainty, but I 
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want you to know everything will work itself out. If two 
people agree to work together, they can do anything. I'm not 
going to lie to you by saying these things always end in a love 
match, but it can end in a beautiful friendship with someone 
you don't mind growing old and having children with." 

"Thanks, Mrs. Lexington. I feel a little better about things." 
A little better, but she still didn't have any high expectations 
where she and Stephan were concerned. 

"Please call me Julia. I'll be your mother-in-law within a 
month. We also have a lot of planning to do." Her lips curled 
into a sweet smile that lit her eyes. 

"Oh, my goodness, I don't know the first thing about 
planning a wedding. I've never even been in one." Chantal's 
thoughts started buzzing again like bees in a hive. 

"Don't worry, Chantal. I'll take care of everything. Planning 
and arranging are my specialty, but first let's get through this 
evening. So get dressed because the party won't start without 
you." 

"Yes, ma'am." 

Julia's arms embraced her and for a moment, Chantal 
experienced a peace surrounding her. It had been years since 
anyone hugged her. Aunt Marilyn wasn't the affectionate 
type. Stephan's mother was quickly warming a place in her 
heart. In some way, she could feel the gap in her heart 
created by the loss of her parents beginning to close. She 
prayed she and Julia Lexington would become good friends. 

Pulling away from her, Julia said, "If you ever need 
anything, Chantal, anything at all. Please do not hesitate to 
ask." 


47 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


"I won't." 

With an encouraging smile on her face, Julia Lexington left 
the room. 

Finally, alone Chantal began undressing as she headed to 
her bathroom. She needed a good soak to put her mind at 
ease. Liza was right, everyone expected her to be fashionably 
late, and after the last couple of hours, she was going to take 


full advantage of it. 
* OK OK X* 


Downstairs Stephan and Tyler mingled with the other 
guests while they awaited Chantal's entrance. 

"Now, I can see why Sherman Montgomery had concerns 
for his daughter and her image. Those men's opinions are so 
far back in the past, I had to look around to see if the ladies 
in here were wearing whale bones and hoops." 

Stephan laughed at his friend's slight exaggeration. As he 
watched Neil Howling and Lance Parker, two Montgomery 
board members walk away. He and Tyler remained by the 
fireplace across from the double doors Chantal would be 
entering through any moment. 

"My sentiments exactly. I guess as men we don't come 
into contact with gender stereotypes," Stephan commented. 

"Not like that." Tyler shook his head. "So, are you starting 
to adjust to the idea of getting married? I can imagine you 
weren't trying to give up the lovely ladies of Spain so soon." 

Stephan chose to ignore the conversation about his 
impending marriage and stick to the lighter topic. "You can 
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say that again. I'll definitely miss them. They are something 
else." 

"Don't worry, Steph, I'll take care of them for you." 

"Yeah, brotha, I'm sure you will. Too bad, my father has 
you working out of the Montgomery Headquarters with him." 

Both men were laughing as they grabbed a drink from the 
tray of a passing attendant. 

"To be totally honest, Ty, I know that my father plans to 
retire soon." He gave a dry chuckle. "Matter of fact, part of 
me hoped that was the reason he called me home." He sipped 
his champagne and continued, "Being over in Spain as fun as 
it is, I had begun to think about looking for Miss Right and 
contemplating settling down in a few years." Stephan 
watched the champagne's bubbles pop inside his glass. 

Nodding, Tyler said, "I know what you mean, man. The 
dating scene has its perks, but it's just as exhausting." He 
took a drink and smiled at Stephan. "But, at least you don't 
have the problem of looking for the right girl." 

"I would relish the pleasure." Stephan drank liberally from 
his glass. 

Leaning toward him, Tyler lowered his voice. "So, Steph, 
you're saying you don't find Chantal the least bit attractive?" 

Pausing a moment before commenting, Stephan eyed his 
friend. He and Tyler had been best friends since childhood. 
During that time, they'd never desired the same girl, with the 
exception of Janet Jackson. A tightening in his gut grabbed 
his attention. He refused to think for a moment he would be 
jealous of Tyler admiring Chantal. Sure, she was going to be 
his wife, but did that really give him a claim on her? Hell, I 
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don't even know her. Pushing his thoughts away, he said, 
"Ty, I can assure you that after the beauties in Spain, there's 
nothing she can do..." 

The last part of Stephan's speech trailed off when the 
sliding doors opened and Chantal entered the room. She was 
as cool as a cucumber and in definite control, still without a 
hair out of place. No loose curls running wild around her head 
like at her prom. Her bun was securely in place. There wasn't 
a sign of the unexpected news she'd received earlier. Stephan 
was impressed. 

She wore a pale, green, silk dress that in no way could be 
considered sexy. But he had to admit watching her walk with 
such poise and elegance was turning him on. He wanted to 
pull her to a corner and unwind her ... in a way that would 
give them both pleasure. 

The sleeveless dress left her arms bare, and the desire to 
stroke her skin and feel her warmth caused his groin to 
tighten. 

"Except walk into a room," Tyler mumbled behind his glass 
of champagne. 

Hearing his friend's words brought him back to reality. 
Stephan cleared his throat. "Okay, so I find her attractive. I 
should, since I'll be married to her for the rest of my life." 

"There's always divorce in a year ... irreconcilable 
difference." 

The thought of divorce sent cold chills down his back. "I 
can't even tell you the last divorce that was in my family. We 
Lexingtons are lifers." 
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Tyler nudged him with his elbow. "That's great, because 
with a woman as pretty as she is, life will definitely be hard." 

Stephan knew the implications his friend was making. 

"Remember, Tyler, Nicole is beautiful too, and if Chantal is 
anything like her, I would prefer life to be as soft as possible." 

"Sure you do." As Tyler glanced around the room and 
drank from his glass instantly, he began choking. 

"Are you okay?" Stephan asked when he heard Tyler 
coughing. As he made a big production of patting Tyler on the 
back, his eyes followed the direction his friend was looking. 
His eyes rested on a small framed female with short curls 
adorning her head with a classic long black dress on. The 
woman was Tyler's type in every way. "It's amazing, when a 
petite woman can make a man gasp for breath." 

"Ha! Ha! Ha! Very funny." The little raspy voice came from 
Tyler, evidence that he hadn't fully gained back the use of his 
vocal cords. 

Laughing, Stephan said, "Well, one turn deserves another. 
That should teach you to pick on someone your own size." 

"And that I shall." Tyler cleared his throat again for good 
measure and walked toward the woman in the black dress. 
Stephan refocused his attention on the woman in the pale 
green dress, taking a moment to observe her unaware as she 


moved around the room mingling with her guests. 
* OK OK X* 


From the corner of her eye, Liza observed a dark-skinned, 
tall man heading in her direction. His skin the color of a 
coconut shell, with a pair of small rim glasses accenting 
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mahogany brown eyes. She tried hard not to stare, but he 
was truly one of the sexiest men she'd seen in a long time. 

Moments ago, she noticed him staring at her from across 
the room, but she tried her best not to encourage him 
standing next to the fireplace talking to the man she 
recognized as Stephan Lexington, Chantal's recent fiancé. 

At this moment, she was trying to move up in her career. 
Being in a committed relationship was the last thing on her 
mind. Living in Chantal's world she never fooled herself in 
believing she belonged in it. It had only taken her a few 
heartaches to know she'd shove needles under her own nails 
before she allowed herself to be a rich man's plaything. 

"Hi, I'm Tyler." Now he stood beside her with his hand 
before her. 

Lowering her eyes to his hand for a moment, she raised 
her eyes and drank in his smooth well-chiseled features and 
full lips. "And so you are." 

Liza walked away leaving Tyler's hand hanging in the air. 


Don't look back, Liza, this one's not for you. 
*K K OK XK 


Chantal saw her aunt re-enter the room then make the 
announcement that dinner was ready to be served. Aunt 
Marilyn led the guests to the formal dining room like Moses 
leading his people across Egypt. 

When everyone entered the dining room, she was stunned 
when Stephan who had remained aloof for the last hour, 
came over to her and pulled out her chair. 
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"Thank you, Stephan." Chantal sat and watched him take 
the seat beside hers. 

The years had been good to him. Chantal couldn't help 
admiring the way his suit fit his physique. Unlike their public 
relations man, who looked like a football player, Stephan was 
slim with broad shoulders. Adjusting her napkin in her lap, 
she studied him from the corner of her eye and noticed the 
strength in his hands. She stifled a sigh, as she wondered 
how his hands would feel holding her and stroking her skin. 
Part of her wanted to burst with joy at the fact her fantasy 
was so close to her she could reach out and touch him. 

She didn't dare to do it, in fear she wouldn't be able to 
stop. Biting the inside of her lip, she contained her smile as 
she raised her head. 

As the dinner progressed, she and Stephan spoke more to 
the people around them than they did to each other. Yet, 
Chantal wondered at the frequent touches Stephan continued 
to give her. Each time he brushed her hand, when he asked 
her simple questions or caressed her shoulder as he leaned in 
when she spoke to him made her blood hum. She tried hard 
to ignore the electric currents that were sparking around 
them. 

Stephan was a gentleman. How much of it was for show 
because of the impending announcement about their 
engagement and what part of it was inherently Stephan, she 
didn't know. But she appreciated his kindness nonetheless. 

It was a well-practiced trait. She had been single when she 
found out about the marriage clause, but her mind pondered 
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whether Stephan had been dating someone. Even now, was 
there a heartbroken woman pinning away for him? 

"Chantal, is something wrong?" Stephan asked. 

She looked up from her plate, unaware that she'd been 
staring at her grilled salmon while she'd been going through 
her mental musing. Her eyes connected with Stephan's deep 
almond browns. "No." 

Saved by the clinking of her aunt's spoon and glass, 
Chantal broke her gaze from his giving Aunt Marilyn her 
attention. Seated on her other side, Chantal watched her aunt 
rise at the head of the table. 

"Good evening everyone and thank you for coming. 
Tonight is a night we all have known for a long time was 
coming. My niece has worked hard in her studies and 
internship with the company to prepare herself for the 
position that is her birthright. None of us expected her to 
claim it so soon, but claim it she has." Marilyn was eloquent 
in her speech as she scanned the room perfectly, meeting 
everyone's gaze. "Without further ado, I give you Chantal 
Montgomery the president and CEO of Montgomery Hotels." 

The applause rang out around the table. Chantal looked 
around the room to all of the smiling faces there supporting 
her. Standing, with Stephan's efficient assistance, she made it 
a point not to look past the doubtful looks of Mr. Howling and 
Mr. Parker, her unfaltering adversaries, with their faces 
pinched in doubt. 

"Speech!" someone called out from around the table. 

"I'm not going to speak long. I just want to say I will give 
a hundred percent of myself to run this company in the same 
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spirit in which my grandfather started it." As the applause 
rang out again Stephan was the first to raise his glass and 
toast her. Everyone else around the table followed suit. 

Filled with pride and gratitude by the supportive smiles 
and thunderous applause greeting her, Chantal felt warmth 
radiating inside of her. Regardless of the events earlier in the 


day, this night was turning out just how she'd anticipated. 
* KOK X* 


As everyone returned to their seats and the dessert was 
served, Stephan stared down at his chocolate raspberry torte 
as he pondered whether or not this was the right time to 
announce Chantal and his pending nuptials. Hell, their fathers 
had planned everything else. They could have left a little 
direction in this area. He sighed. 

This was already a big night for Chantal, and the last thing 
that he wanted to do was add more stress. His mind was 
racing. Damn it, I'm already putting her first. I don't need the 
added stress. 

He knew that once everyone found out about the 
engagement the deal was sealed. There was no more 
escaping left for him. Breaking the engagement, even if 
someone discovered a loophole, would cause embarrassment 
to both their families. Glancing beside him, he watched 
Chantal take a significant bite of her dessert as she listened 
to the wife of one of her board members across the table. The 
woman was going on about her new grandchild. Chantal's 
eyes closed for a split second at the delectable treat, and he 
had to stifle a groan. 
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Succulent full lips captured the chocolate hovering on the 
end of the three small silver tines. His heart began beating 
hard in his chest. He couldn't deny the attraction to her. 
Through the night, he'd tortured himself by testing his 
response to her. Using every excuse to touch her and caress 
her arm. Her scent was driving him crazy. She smiled like 
summertime. Some sort of honey scent circled around her 
clouding his senses. The urge to lean in and slide his nose 
along the column of her neck and chase the smell made the 
back of his neck tingle. 

Chantal had grown into an attractive woman. That was for 
damn sure. But, was she meant to be his woman? She 
appeared so cool and controlled. Almost forbidden. Looking 
past her, he watched her aunt, listened intently at the 
conversations around her, but not engaging in any 
conversation unless it was about business. Marilyn 
Montgomery, unlike her niece, didn't touch her dessert. The 
artfully crafted indulgence remained perfect, undisturbed ... 
just like her. 

Stephan returned his gaze to Chantal, looking at her anew. 
Everything about her, excluding her apparent love of sweet 
things reminded him of her aunt. From her tight bun, to her 
fresh face, down to her concealing dress. Was a younger 
version of Marilyn what he was in for if he married Chantal? 

God, I hope not. 

He didn't want to hurt Chantal who was just as innocent in 
all of this as himself, but could he do this? Shifting his eyes 
across the table and two people down, he caught the eye of 
his father. 
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Bernard Lexington's gaze was intense. Stephan could feel 
his father attempting to communicate something to him. He 
didn't have to be a mind reader to know what it was ... 
especially when he saw the slight nod of the salt and pepper 
cover head. 

This was the time. The announcement needed to be made, 
and he was the one who had to make it. Looking back at 
Chantal, he reached over and gave a light squeeze to her 
forearm. 

Green eyes, blended with brown, focused away from the 
excited grandmother and onto him, curious. He allowed a 
moment for their gaze to lock then without a word he stood. 

"Good evening everyone." He allowed his words to come 
out smooth with a baritone lilt to get the attention of the 
guests over the multiple conversations rumbling in the room. 

Once the diners all turned his way, he took a deep breath 
and began. "For those of you who don't know me, I'm 
Stephan Lexington. Most of you may know that for the last 
few years I have been running the overseas branch of 
Lexington Jewelry. What you may not know was that before I 
left, I had the opportunity to meet a young woman one 
evening who captured my heart." 

Pausing strategically, Stephan glanced down, allowing his 
gaze to rest on Chantal. She looked shocked and unsure. He 
smiled and gave her a wink attempting to put her at ease and 
hoping that everyone else believed it was an intimate 
communication between lovers. 

A bead of sweat slid down between his shoulder blades. He 
was as nervous as Chantal. Stretching his smile even broader, 
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he looked back at the other guests. "Well, Chantal has agreed 
to become my wife." 

He could hear the shocked gasps around the room unlike 
the response to the earlier announcement. That one was 
expected. 

Holding out his right hand to Chantal, his eyes met her 
wide anxious ones and implored her to do this with him. 
Whether they liked it or not, they were in this together, so 
they might as well start now. 

Sliding her soft hand and long tapered fingers into his, she 
stood. He noted the expansion of her chest as she inhaled. 
Then she amazed herself as she pasted a wide smile on her 
face and the tension around her eyes relaxed. As quickly as 
she squeezed his hand, she gave him her trust. 

Warmth cloaked him like a coat. Definitely together. 

Lifting his champagne glass in his left hand, he said, "To 
my fiancée Chantal Montgomery." 

Everyone stood with him, joining the toss and setting off 
cheers for the second time that night. 

His fate was sealed. 
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Four 


As Chantal left the dining room with everyone alongside 
Stephan, she was still stunned at the outcome of dinner. It 
wasn't because she hadn't considered that the guests would 
have to be told about the engagement and she couldn't figure 
out how to do it without creating a scandal, but more 
importantly she hadn't expected Stephan's performance. Yes, 
that was the best way to describe what he'd done, a 
performance. He had weaved together an incredibly elaborate 
story of their one dance at her prom. Choosing his words 
strategically, Stephan made it appear as if they'd been 
together for a year or more. The man was skilled with 
crafting, that was for sure. She didn't know Stephan. Didn't 
really Know much about him or how he'd acquired his talents, 
so she decided to hide the small nugget of information in her 
mental cache. 

Another thing that nettled at her mind was how well 
Stephan remembered the night they had met. He'd describe 
what she wore during their "first date" and even told 
everyone that every now and then she wasn't so business 
minded and let her hair down. When he turned toward her 
and gave her a dramatic wink, her pulse raced. He had the 
sexiest brown eyes of anyone she'd ever met. He'd made the 
fact she'd worn her hair down in a wild array of curls, which 
her aunt hated, appear to be a secret between lovers. 

Lovers. The single word sent heat down her spine and 
goose bumps of thrills raised on her arms at the thought. She 


59 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


and Stephan, the man she'd thought about on occasion over 
the years would soon be her husband. What would this 
marriage entail? They didn't even know each other. Was it 
ridiculous for her to imagine them as lovers anytime soon? 

She pushed the thoughts aside. There was already enough 
for her to worry about between the wedding and the 
company. The last thing she needed was to add more on her 
plate. 

Once she crossed the threshold leading into the backyard, 
she froze. The area glowed from the torchlights. Decorations 
were everywhere, and there was a band playing music and 
people had begun to dance. 

It touched her to see the house come alive before her 
eyes. This was the first party in the house since her parents’ 
death. 

Stephan must have noticed she was no longer beside him 
when he turned and took the couple of steps back to her. 

"Is everything alright, Chantal?" he asked standing beside 
her once more. 

"I'm okay. I just never thought I'd see a celebration like 
this here again." 

"When was the last time?" Stephan questioned. 

Turning toward him, she answered, "Three months before 
my parents died, it was the fourth of July." 

"Then I say you were overdue." 

"For what?" She could feel the slight tension along her 
brow, as she looked at him, curious about his words. 

Not answering, he took her hand and led her out onto the 
dance floor navigating them between dancers to find a spot. 
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He pulled her body against his and began moving them in 
time to the slow ballad of the eighties duet "Endless Love." 

She wondered how she was going to keep control over her 
body with Stephan's arms wrapped around her and his 
warmth seeping through her dress to her skin. While she'd 
been at college, she attended dances and had been in the 
same position with other guys, but none of them had ever 
made her feel the way Stephan had on prom night. Or now. 
After almost nine years, he still had the same affect on her. 
He made her mind go blank and her knees weak. Everything 
in her focused on him. His heady scent was a blend of musk 
and cinnamon. He smelled of pure male strength and brought 
dreams of cozy evenings in front of a fireplace. It was a 
picture of happiness. A possibility of something not meant for 
them. 

Refocusing on the earlier conversation, she commented, 
"My parents loved to entertain." It seemed to her, she was 
the only one affected, because Stephan didn't seem to have a 
problem keeping with the flow of the conversation. 

"Why hasn't your aunt continued the tradition?" he asked, 
words laced with curiosity. 

She could understand that. Her aunt was an anomaly to 
her, and she'd raised her over the past ten years. 

"My aunt detests parties. She feels it's all just a big show, 
a complete waste of time. Business has always been 
paramount in her life." 

"Is business that important to you?" 

"Yes, itis. I've worked hard preparing to take over the 
hotels, and I won't let anything or anyone take that away 
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from me." Chantal's gaze drifted over toward Parker and 
Howling, her two adversaries in the company. 

"Are you sure you're not putting too much on your plate?" 

There seemed to be an admonition tone to his words. 
Something Chantal didn't like. There were enough naysayer's 
around her without her future husband adding to the 
numbers. 

They ended the dance and began walking the grounds as 
she took several breaths and mulled over her response to his 
question. She and Stephan had migrated a good distance 
away from the party and had reached a gazebo on the far 
side of the house. 

Stephan remained silent. 

Taking a seat inside the wooden lattice structure, she 
began, "Stephan, if I were a man, would you've asked me 
that?" It took an effort for her to keep herself in check. The 
two of them were just getting to know each other, and she 
didn't want to start off on a bad foot. She'd hoped her fiancé 
didn't have the same views as some of the men on the 
Montgomery board, who probably would've preferred to see 
her as one of their secretaries instead of head of the 
company. Or perhaps, barefoot and pregnant with her only 
responsibility being formula distribution instead of business 
decisions. 

A perplexed look obscured his features. 

"I don't mean to snap at you, but every time I turn around 
someone else is wondering if I can handle this. Men do this all 
the time." 
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"Chantal, I wasn't doubting your ability to do the job. It 
just seems to me you're putting a lot of pressure on yourself." 

"Let me ask you a question, Stephan." 

"Shoot." He sat down beside her. 

"Soon you're going to take over your family business. Do 
you think you can handle it?" 

"I'm going to give it my best shot. Who knows, I may fail." 

"T may fail too, but I still plan to give it everything I've 
got. The one difference is that I'm a woman, so I have to give 


twice as much. Our arrangement is a prime example." 
*K OK OK *K 


Stephan knew she had a point, but he still needed to know 
what it meant for their future relationship. He had a feeling 
he would be playing second fiddle to her career, and the 
thought was unsettling to him. "You know Chantal, there's 
more to life than business." 

"You'd know more about that than I would. Having found 
your niche in the jewelry business by now, I'm sure you have 
plenty of opportunity to date beautiful women and enjoy life 
to the fullest. I've lived and breathed business so far back I 
barely remember anything else." 

Date and enjoy life? Chantal completely misunderstood his 
point, but he was willing to see where this turn in the 
conversation would go. He eyed her from his seat beside her. 
She was an attractive woman, even if she did conceal the fact 
underneath layers of clothing. Thoughts of how her earlier 
apparel had fit her body well, displaying her curves now 
hidden beneath her shapeless dress. "A man can't live by 
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business alone. You'll find out it doesn't keep you warm at 
night." He didn't feel like debating the issue about his love 
life. He was more interested in the depths of their attraction 
to each other. 

Earlier, he'd realized too late, it might not have been the 
best idea to dance with Chantal. While he'd held her in his 
arms, he'd begun to have all kinds of thoughts about the two 
of them in an all together different dance. It had taken 
everything within him to keep his mind geared in the direction 
of the conversation. Not the heat of her body settling against 
his or the sweet inviting smell of her skin. 

"It's amazing how resourceful a body can get when it has 
needs," her response was clipped and self-assured. 

Amazingly, he found himself enjoying the banter back and 
forth. 

"So, you're a big girl are you?" Stephan asked. He was 
under the impression her aunt kept her under lock and key, 
but evidently, Chantal wasn't any different from most girls he 
knew who'd made good use of their time in college. 

"Sometimes, life dictates it. You take your chances where 
you can." 

"I'm glad to hear it, at least now I know you're not frigid 
like the woman who raised you." He needed to know for 
himself if there truly was passion lying hidden underneath her 
cool exterior. No waiting for her to respond, he pulled her 
onto his lap. 

"What are you doing, Stephan?" she asked as he began 
angling his head toward hers. 
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"T always like to review the material before I sign a 
contract, and I'm dying to know if this one promises all the 
benefits it shows." 

He brought his lips just close enough to graze hers. He 
took small nibbles at her lips and slowly dragged his tongue 
across the culprits that had been stealing his attention all 
through dinner. Every time she opened up her mouth to take 
a bite of food he became more uncomfortable in his seat. Now 


it was her turn. 
* K KK 


Chantal forgot how to breathe. So many sensations floated 
through her body. As his mouth played havoc with her lips, 
his hands were leaving a heated trail from the back of her 
neck to her waist. This kiss was what she'd been waiting for 
over the years. She opened her mouth releasing a sigh and 
was greeted by Stephan's tongue. 

Their lips melded into an oral mating dance. 

The kiss was intense. She placed her hands on his broad 
shoulders for balance. She felt as if she were falling into an 
abyss. Unknown territory. 

One of his hands glided along the silky fabric of her dress, 
holding the back of her head as his mouth continued its erotic 
torture. Unwilling to deny herself, she fulfilled his desire by 
capturing his tongue and sucking it into her mouth. 

As the kiss progressed, the passion built and ignited 
between them. Her moans mixed with Stephan's groans. She 
didn't care if they could be heard. This was Stephan, the man 
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who'd haunted her dreams, and she was going to enjoy every 
minute of being in his arms. 

She didn't know at what point his other hand moved from 
her waist to her breast, but when she felt him palm her 
aching breast, she pressed into him, wanting more. His 
thumb grazed her nipple and sent heat shooting directly to 
her core. Her pussy began to throb with need. 

Seeking contact, she rotated her hips against Stephan's 
stiffening cock, evidence he was just as affected. Aroused to 
the point of delirium, she repositioned herself, straddling his 
hips as she wrapped her arms around his neck and fused her 
body against his. 

His hand dropped from the back of her head to her thigh. 
Shoving the bunched skirt of her dress up her leg. 

Yes, her mind screamed. She wanted him to touch her. 
Wanted him to pacify the throbbing pressure she was feeling. 

Tingling sensations chased his fingers as they danced 
along her stocking clad legs as they reached the heated apex 
of her thighs, held restrained behind her full pantyhose. His 
hand squeezed and brushed her sensitive clit and swollen lips, 
pushing the seat of her wet panties against her. 

The barrier of her hosiery was restricting his touch, 
keeping him out. She cursed the moment she followed the 
advice of Liza and bought thigh-hi's. But, the obstacle 
operated as a wake up call. 

Things were moving too fast. She wanted Stephan and was 
moments away from ripping her undergarments off and 
imploring him to take her. Already overwhelmed by the 
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events of the evening, she needed to slow things down. Make 
sure they both headed into this with a clear head. 

On the other side of the house were all the members of 
her board. If anyone came upon her and Stephan out here 
like this, it would add fuel to an already existing fire, evidence 
in the situation of their pending marriage. 

Pulling her mouth away from his, she called out, "Stephan, 
wait." 

"Chantal," he mumbled her name along the side of her 
neck as his lips traveled lower. 

She started melting against him once again. "My aunt, the 
board..." She pushed away from him, needing space. 

Sitting there with his eyes dark and intense, he was too 
tempting of a sight. Her body cried out for her to crawl back 
into his lap. Instead she turned away to get her thoughts in 


order. 
*K KK * 


"Don't tell me, I'm marrying a tease." Stephan had no 
doubt his words sounded bitter, but he took Chantal's 
reaction as a rejection. Everything had been progressing fine 
between them until she called their little make out session to 
a halt, because her business came first. 

He noted the stiffening of her back at his words. 

Standing, he moved up behind her. He wanted her to say 
something. Tell him she wanted him and that this wouldn't be 
one of many rejections he'd experience from her where her 
company was involved. 

"Stephan, this is not—" 
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Uneasy about what she was about to say and not wanting 
to hear her deny their attraction, he cut her off. To cover his 
hurt pride and release some of the sexual frustration, he 
retaliated. "You know those guys in college didn't teach you 
well. Or is it just you're too cold to learn?" 

At the accusing question, she turned and looked at him. 
Her eyes wide. 

"Don't worry, Chantal, after the wedding I'll be back in 
Spain and you'll be able to focus solely on your company. You 
won't have to worry about me touching you again. Besides, 
the women in Spain never minded my touch. Maybe I can get 
them to send you some lessons." 

Not waiting for a response and refusing to process the 


shadows that entered her eyes, Stephan left the gazebo. 
*K KK X* 


In disbelief, Chantal watched Stephan walk away. She 
didn't understand why Stephan had acted and said such 
hurtful things. Even he had to realize that this wasn't the time 
or place to consummate a wedding that hadn't even taken 
place yet. For a long time, he had been her dream, but she 
was a grown woman now, and she refused to chase after him 
like a lovesick puppy. 

Living with her aunt had made her skin tough. Little 
experience with men and sex, she would do what she'd 
always done, put all of her energy and time into business 
matters. Making her mark on corporate America would keep 
her mind so occupied she wouldn't have time to think about 
him. So he could have his beautiful Spanish women. 
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Her thoughts in order, she exited the gazebo to mingle 
with her other guests before they left. 

A small whisper in her head questioned if now since she'd 
experienced passion in Stephan's arms, would business be 
enough to satisfy her? 


She answered, It’// have to be. 
*K KOK XK 


Later that night, Chantal found Liza in the kitchen sitting at 
the breakfast bar with a cup of cappuccino. 

"So, the prodigal child has finally come home," Liza called 
out when Chantal entered the kitchen. 

"You're a real comedian aren't you?" Chantal took the 
empty seat across from her friend. The guests were gone and 
the house was quiet. 

"I do try." Liza got up and poured Chantal a cup of 
Cappuccino. "Here, drink this. You look like you could use 
something to fortify and cool you off." 

"Thanks." Chantal brought the cup to her mouth. The smell 
of the liquefied French vanilla beans did wonders to relax her 
tense muscles. After she'd rejoined the party, she'd 
discovered that Stephan had left. She'd forbid herself to think 
about him and had given a great production of a woman who 
didn't have a care in the world. 

Moments later, it dawned on her what Liza said. Looking at 
her friend over her mug, she asked, "Why would I need 
cooling off? Especially with a hot drink." 

"Well, if what I heard coming from the dark gazebo was 
any indication, I could give you ice cream right now, and it 
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would melt. So, I figured I'd give you something more your 
temperature." 

Appalled and shocked for the second time that night, 
Chantal set down her cup. "You heard us?" 

"Don't worry, Chantal. The two of you weren't that loud. 
Well?" Liza scrunched up her face, as if she was trying to 
decide if the rest of the party could hear them. 

Liza must have noticed the horrified look in her eyes. 

"Girl, I'm just joking. Besides the two of you are engaged 
now people would understand. Especially after the production 
Stephan made at dinner." 

Still not convinced, Chantal questioned, "Well, what did 
you see?" Chantal asked feeling the embarrassment from 
earlier returning. 

"T didn't see you. The gazebo was dark, and even if it 
wasn't, my sex life maybe on a decline at the moment, but 
voyeurism is not my thing." Liza picked up her cup and took a 
drink. 

There was an edge to her friend's voice. "Sorry, Liz. I 
didn't mean to offend you." 

"No, offense taken. Actually, I was out taking a walk to 
clear my head and was on my way back to the party, when I 
heard you." 

Liza laughed at her, when she buried her face in her 
hands. 

"Oh, my..." The rest was muffled in Chantal's hands. She 
hoped her friend hadn't been a witness to her humiliation. 
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"After I heard, 'Oh, Stephan, don't stop!" I left." Liza made 
a dramatic demonstration by swinging her head from side to 
side and wiggling around on her stool. 

"I did not!" Chantal picked up a handful of napkins off the 
bar and threw them at her friend. 

"I guess you didn't, since it sounded like you had your 
mouth full," Liza continued to tease. 

Warmth radiated into Chantal's cheeks. 

"So with all that heat the two of you were generating in 
there, why are you here?" Liza curiously, leaned forward on 
the bar. 

"Well, let me make a long story short. He got mad because 
I stopped it. Then told me I lacked skills and he would get his 
entourage in Spain to give me, the ice princess, some 
lessons." Not wanting to admit to her friend how much 
Stephan's comments hurt, she tried to keep her tone neutral. 

Liza's mouth dropped opened so wide, it looked as if it 
would hit the bar top. "Girl, you're kidding?" 

"I only wish I were." Being called cold was embarrassing 
enough in reality. She couldn't imagine joking about it. 
Stephan confirmed what the guys from college said about 
her. 

She remembered her last year in college, when she agreed 
to go out on a date with her brother school's head 
quarterback, Paul Crenshaw. After dinner, he took her to a 
popular parking spot near their school's campus. He barely 
placed the car in park before he started to attack her. When 
she began to fight him off, he got mad and pushed her out 
the car. 
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She remembered him yelling how stupid he was for taking 
out the ice princess anyway. Then he sped off, leaving her 
there. She was so glad to see a friend pull up beside her, 
while she'd stood in the vacant area wondering if she'd make 
it back to campus before curfew, on foot. 

Liza's voice pulled her mind away from the experience. 

"Chantal, most likely Stephan didn't mean it. He probably 
said it because his testosterone level was up. Men start 
thinking from the wrong head when that happens." 

"Well, be that as it may. I won't give him another chance 
to insult me again." Chantal finished off her drink and stood 
up. 

"What do you plan to do?" 

"Nothing. Soon he'll be in Spain, buried deep in his bonita 
Senoritas and I'll be buried in my work. The clause just stated 
we had to be married. It didn't say we had to be together or 
happy." 

Chantal left the kitchen leaving her speechless friend in her 
wake. 
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Five 


Stephan awoke the next morning with a massive 
hangover. He remembered getting home last night and going 
to his father's study and trying to put out the flame that was 
still blazing in his pants with a bottle of Hennessey. 

While he'd been drowning his miseries, Tyler came in and 
laughed, then bid him goodnight and headed to the guest 
bedroom. 

Stephan wished he could stay in bed, sleep until noon then 
try waking up again. However, he had to get up. The posting 
of the bands would happen today and that meant he would 
see Chantal shortly at St. Matthews Episcopalian Church. 

Now, Stephan wished he had just went straight to bed. He 
knew if he did, he wouldn't have gotten more than a wink or 
two because he would've been thinking about Chantal. How 
good she felt in his arms and how sweet her mouth had been. 
His fingers still tingled remembering the warm wet heat of her 
pussy against his hand. She was anything but cold. 

He could've kicked himself for the hurtful things he said to 
her. He'd lost his head and she was right to stop them. As 
horny as he'd felt last night, he could imagine himself hiking 
her dress up over her head and taking her on top of the 
bench in the gazebo. Pre-consummating their marriage right 
there in the open like an inexperienced teenager was not the 
ideal situation. Hell, nothing about this was ideal. 

He dragged himself up out of the bed to take a shower, 
opening and closing drawers violently, giving himself no 
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mercy. When he spotted Vanneca curled up in a chair, even 
though the cat didn't see what happened the previous 
evening, she still seemed to eye him accusingly. 

"Okay, so I got a little heated and lost my head. You'd 
understand if you were a boy," finishing his statement he 
looked over at his male cat, "wouldn't she Phelps?" 

Phelps meowed his response as if in agreement from his 
perch on the edge of the bed as Stephan entered the 
bathroom. 

Stephan showered, dressed and went downstairs for 
breakfast. His parents were already there. 

"Good morning, Stephan, how are you feeling?" his father 
asked when he entered the kitchen. "I found my empty 
Hennessey snifter on the floor of the study this morning, and 
Roberta said you had quite a night." 

"My head is telling me that wasn't such a good idea." 
Stephan groaned. 

His father laughed. Stephan added a large amount of food 
onto his plate hoping it didn't come back up during church. 

"So what did you think of Chantal?" his mother asked, 
taking a well-mannered sip from her teacup. 

"She's all business. Other than that I really didn't get an 
impression of her." His tingling hand screamed that was a lie. 
He didn't think that his mother wanted to hear the sordid 
details. 

"She's going to make a lot of headway if what I heard at 
the party is true," his mother continued. 

"Well, I'm sure it would make her happy," he responded 
sarcastically. 
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He took note of his parents eying each other across the 
table. 

"Son, is there something you're not telling us?" 

"Yes, there is, Dad. After the wedding, I'm going back to 
Spain." 

"You're going to do what?" His mother's voice rose, out of 
character for Julia Lexington. 

"Why would you want to do that?" his father queried. 

"I have some things I need to finish up there before I 
come back here for good." 

"T thought when you came back this time you had 
completed everything there and would be ready to take over 
the business?" his father pressed. 

"I thought I would, but something came up before I left, 
and I'm going to have to go back and handle it." He noticed 
the look of concern on his father's face. "It's nothing major, 
Dad, and I'll be back as soon as possible." Stephan resumed 
eating hoping that the conversation would be over. 

He had not lied completely to his father. Something came 
up the day he left Spain, but it wasn't something the regional 
manager couldn't handle. But, after yesterday he needed 
some time away. 

"How does Chantal feel about it?" inquired his mother. 

"Well, she may become my wife, but I don't need to get 
her approval on my comings and goings. I told her about it 
last night, and she didn't voice any objections. Besides she'll 
be so wrapped up in the hotel business she won't have a 
chance to notice I'm not there." 
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Silence echoed through the room. The verbal conversation 
may have ended, but Stephan was not oblivious to the 
nonverbal messages passing between his parents. 

Stephan finished his food, wiped his mouth and stood up. 

"T'll meet you guys out front." 

Stephan didn't have any reason to return back to his room. 
He just needed some time to get himself together before he 


saw Chantal again. 
*K OK OK OK 


St. Matthews Episcopalian Church was beautiful. Every 
time Chantal walked into the sanctuary, it astounded her with 
its high cathedral ceilings filled with painted cherubs and 
seraphims on the walls. 

The church was packed as usual. In the suburbs of 
Alexandria, most people didn't go to church to be spiritually 
uplifted; they went to be seen. Sometimes her class to status 
went too far. 

She and her aunt walked to the front to take their seats. 
As they approached the third row pew, she noticed Stephan 
and his parents were already there. Not their usual seating 
arrangement, it was another hint that things had changed 
drastically in her life. 

Almost eight hours since their encounter in the gazebo, 
Chantal still felt the insults as if he'd said them two minutes 
ago. 

When they noticed her and her aunt standing there, 
Stephan got out of his seat to allow them to enter while his 
parents slid down the pew to give them room. 
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Her aunt went in first, where she sat next to Julia 
Lexington, leaving Chantal to assume the seat next to 
Stephan. As much as she didn't want to sit beside him it 
would have caused a scene if she didn't. She knew without 
looking back at the rest of the congregation, news about their 
engagement was already spreading like wildfire by the prickly 
feeling on the back of her neck. 

The church service was organized and structured as usual. 
They sang hymns, kneeled and prayed, performed scripture 
responses, then Father Murray gave his sermon before 
communion. The last thing to be done was the posting of the 
bands. 

Father Murray announced to the congregation that Mr. and 
Mrs. Bernard Lexington's son Stephan Lexington wished to 
marry Miss Marilyn Montgomery's niece Chantal Montgomery. 
He then declared the bands posted and announced the 
expected date of the wedding. 

It was considered the expected date because if Father 
Murray found out any reason legal or religious why they 
couldn't be married, then he was bond not to perform the 
wedding. 

After about an hour or so the service was over. While they 
were on their way out, they were stopped by a number of 
people who wished them well. Stephan's father escorted his 
mother and her aunt out to the cars. 

Chantal noticed a lot of mothers, with single daughters, 
giving her false smiles. Evidently, she wasn't the only woman 
who'd had dreams about him. Yes, Stephan's marriage would 
cause a lot of broken hearts. 
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After last night's disaster, Chantal felt like telling them all 
they could have him. 

They were almost out the door when a young woman, in 
her mid-twenties, walked directly past Chantal to Stephan. 
The woman wore a red dress, showing off entirely too much 
cleavage to be decent for church. The length of the dress did 
reach her shoes, but it hugged her full hips so tight Chantal 
wondered how she managed to get into it. Noticing the height 
of the woman's heels, Chantal realized she wasn't as tall as 
she originally thought. 

"Well, Stephan. I guess congratulations are in order." The 
woman moved her body close enough for her breasts to brush 
against Stephan's chest. 

"That's not necessary." Stephan tried to take a step back 
when the woman linked her arm through his. 

"Oh, Stephan, don't be silly," she cooed, pouting her 
scarlet, red painted lips up at Stephan. 

Then she looked over at Chantal and eyed her up and 
down. Not looking impressed, she placed a bright smile on 
her lips and stuck out a well-manicured hand toward her. 

"Hi, I'm Nicole Holiday." 

Chantal really didn't want to shake her hand, but she 
didn't want to be rude while they were still in church and 
there were people still standing around watching the scene. 

"I'm Chantal Montgomery." Chantal shook hands with the 
other woman, quickly releasing it. 

"So, you and my Stephan are getting married?" Nicole 
reached up and patted Stephan's chest. 
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Chantal looked at Stephan to see his reaction to the 
woman, but the only thing she saw was his jaw muscles 
flexing. She figured it was because Stephan intended to keep 
Nicole and his relationship a secret. When he eventually 
returned from Spain, he'd need someone to warm his bed, 
and by his comment last night she would not be able to do it. 

"Yes, we are," Chantal answered impatiently. 

"Well, take good care of my Stephan. I guess he just 
couldn't wait forever." 

"Nicole, we need to be going. It was amusing as always." 
Stephan wiggled his hand out of her grasp and grabbed 
Chantal's arm so they could finally exit the church. 

Nicole would not be put off. She stepped in front of 
Chantal and handed her a business card. 

"Holiday and Miller? Why would I need a number for a 
lawyer?" Chantal asked. 

Stephan imitated a growl beside her. 

"It's my daddy's firm, and I figured when you realize you 
don't know how to keep a man like Stephan happy, you'll 
need a good divorce attorney," Nicole said with confidence as 
if she'd witnessed the scene in the gazebo. 

"Nicole—" Her name was all Stephan got out, before the 
woman put her hands up in the air palms facing forward, as if 
to ward off an attack. 

"I was just trying to give the little girl some helpful 
advice." The woman winked at Stephan then turned swinging 
her hips as if she expected a drumbeat to go off at every 
movement and exited the church. 
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Neither of them spoke as they left the place of worship. 
Once they reached the parking lot, Chantal noticed that her 
aunt and his parents had already left. 

Stephan propelled her toward his car. As she expected he 
drove a candy apple, red two-seater sports car. Something 
else to scream Stephan enjoys single life and had no plans of 
settling down anytime soon. 

He helped her into her side of the car then got behind the 
wheel. 

Starting the car, Stephan pulled out of the parking lot. 
"Chantal, I'm sorry about Nicole. She just doesn't understand 
it's over between us," Stephan explained. He should have 
known to grab Chantal and walk away as soon as he saw 
Nicole, but getting away from Nicole when she had her 
mindset was like trying to swim the ocean. It was impossible. 

"Stephan, you don't have to explain anything to me." 
Chantal faced her side window. 

"I know that I don't have to explain, but I wanted to." 

She shrugged. 


* OK OK OX 


Sighing at her response, Stephan knew he had no 
obligation to tell Chantal about Nicole and his relationship, but 
oddly enough, he wanted her trust. Fidelity was important to 
him and regardless of the circumstances of their marriage, he 
wanted her to understand he wouldn't cheat on her. No 
matter what Nicole had made it sound like. Stephan began, "I 
made the mistake of going out with Nicole two summers ago. 
As you can see, she keeps herself well pampered and flawless 
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from head to toe. Honestly, that was what initially attracted 
me to her." 

Chantal still remained silent with her head turned toward 
her window. 

"As a girlfriend, Nicole was every man's dream, attentive 
and knowledgeable when it came to the bedroom." 

Just as he'd expected that got a response. He heard 
Chantal mumble something under her breath. After last night, 
it wasn't hard for him to imagine what she had to say. 

Continuing as if he hadn't heard her utterance of sound, 
"The problem was once you exited it, she was clueless to 
everything but the layout of the malls. She had a strong 
tendency to be rude and self-absorbed as you just witnessed. 
After three months of her pouting and obsession with wanting 
everything and all of my time, I couldn't take it anymore. I 
became completely turned off by her shallow look on life and 
took the advice of my family and friends and broke it off." 

He knew he didn't want a woman like Nicole, but neither 
did he want a woman that was so career focused she didn't 
noticed anything or anyone else. But, the cards had been 
dealt and he was getting the latter of the two. 

Facing forward, Chantal said, "It appears she hasn't gotten 
the hint." 

"Nicole is determined to believe that we'll marry someday." 

She finally glanced at him. "I guess this marriage is 
disappointing to a lot of people." 

Her comment stung. Even though what she said was true. 
He still didn't want his fiancée saying it. But, after last night 
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he owed her. She had a right to be spiteful and angry. "I also 
want to apologize for what I said last night." 

"Look, Stephan, we were both thrown into this situation. I 
know you weren't ready to get married, and I don't expect 
everything will be prefect for us overnight. So we just have to 
live with it." Chantal was tired, drained, and she certainly 
didn't want to talk about Stephan's relationship with anyone 
anymore. 

Not saying another word, Stephan continued down the 


road that would lead to her house in silence. 
*K KK XK 


"I thought Monday would never get here." Since she'd 
found out about her impending marriage, the weekend had 
seemed to move at a turtle's pace. This morning everything 
progressed in slow motion, and nothing appeared to work 
right. 

Unable to sleep, she woke two hours early. It had taken 
her forty-five minutes to get her hair up in her standard bun. 
She poked a hole through three pair of stockings before 
finally getting the fourth pair on successfully. Only to spill half 
the bottle of the Arabian Nights oil her dad gave her the 
Christmas before he died on her skirt. 

Leaping out of the chair, she dropped her lip-gloss on the 
top of her vanity table and watched as the pool of oil from her 
lap ran down and on to her fourth and last pair of stockings. 

She shrieked, removed her skirt and stocking. Tossing the 
hosier into the garbage and her skirt in the dry cleaning 
hamper, she walked into her closet and donned her normal 
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apparel, slacks. It had been a ridiculous thought to try 
something new just because her position had changed. As her 
aunt always told her, this was a man's world and it was 
always best to dress in their fashion. Sighing, she looked at 
herself in the mirror. This is perfect. She felt comfortable and 
self-assured. Make the men take you serious. 

Blaming her moment of weakness and need to feel 
feminine on Stephan and all of his hot touches, she brought 
herself back to reality. This was her world and he didn't want 
any part of that. 

By the time she was dressed and ready to go, her 
confidence in her dress was firmly in place, but her nerves 
were shot. She would be lying to herself if she denied she was 
anxious about her role, but her aunt had said she would assist 
her, so she had nothing to fear. 

Heading downstairs to the dining room for a bite to eat to 
help calm her nerves she met up with her aunt who was 
finishing her own standard breakfast of oatmeal. 

Meeting Marilyn's gaze, when she looked up she greeted 
her. "Good morning, Aunt Marilyn." At the buffet, Chantal 
placed two slices of toast on her plate and poured herself a 
cup of tea then returned to the table. 

Her aunt eyed her from head to heels. 

"Good morning, Chantal. Are you prepared for work?" 

Chantal's nerves started jumping once again. Her aunt's 
voice always seemed to hold an underlying tone of 
superiority. Reminding Chantal how well she controlled her 
manners, appearance, and the company. Swallowing down 
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the dry bread, she refused to allow her aunt to nettle her first 
thing this morning. 

Fortifying herself, she raised her tea calmly to her lips. 
Amazed her hands were steady. "Yes, ma'am. I believe I am." 
She stared deeply into her steaming cup of tea feeling the hot 
steam on her face. 

The tingling sensation on the side of her face let her know 
that her aunt was staring at her, even though silence 
stretched in the room for several minutes. The screeching 
legs of Aunt Marilyn's chair alerted Chantal to her aunt's 
rising from the table. 

"Chantal, you are now head of our business, and the 
choices you make from here on out will impact and follow you 
for the rest of your career. It is not up to me to guide and 
direct anymore, but up to you to make your own mark." 
Abruptly ending her harangue, her aunt left the dining area 
with her basic black pumps clicking in her wake. 

Sipping her tea, Chantal didn't allow her eyes to follow the 
sound of her aunt's fading footsteps. Setting her cup down on 
the saucer, she became conscious of the fact her aunt didn't 
even bother to take the time to wish her luck. After more 
than nine years of being under her aunt's "guidance", she 
would have thought she'd developed tougher skin, but the 
burning across the front of her eyes as water began to collect 
in the corners made her realize she hadn't. She still wanted 
her aunt's approval, praise, and love. Those things had come 
from her parents, and one day she hoped to come to terms 
that it would never be that way with Marilyn. 
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Chantal finished her breakfast, grabbed her briefcase at 
the door, and left for work understanding completely she 
would have to do this on her own. 

So I will. Deep in her heart she believed she was going to 
make a name for herself in the business world, take the 
hotels to new heights, and she was determined to convince 
everyone on the board she could. Starting with Mr. Howling, 
her number one nemesis, by her aunt's report, and ending 


with Aunt Marilyn, herself. 
*K OK OK *K 


When Chantal arrived at Montgomery Headquarters, the 
hotel's home office, Thomas Moore, the head of the human 
resources department was there to greet her. Knowing this 
day was coming, Friday Chantal had requested a bottom's up 
tour of the company. Something she didn't get while she 
interned over the years. It was her job to shadow her aunt. 
Where Marilyn went, she went. Consisting mostly of the 
executive floors. Anything her aunt needed to know about 
Montgomery Headquarters and hotels, she got briefed about 
by high-ranking staff members. Aunt Marilyn never concerned 
herself with places like the mailroom. Therefore, if things 
didn't concern her aunt, then at that time they shouldn't 
concern her. 

She wanted to experience everything, but her aunt just 
said, "Sit back and learn, Chantal. Soon enough you can find 
out about the minor details of the company." 
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Well times were changing and just like all other employees 
she wanted a thorough tour. Nothing different for the 
president, she thought to herself. 

Thomas escorted her through processing, and she learned 
various things about the company, finding she enjoyed seeing 
the business from someone else's perspective besides her 
aunt's. 

Thomas took her to each floor, where she reacquainted 
herself with the owners of each store represented by 
Montgomery Hotels. Even though they were all housed in the 
headquarters building, they were a separate entity. Her father 
had made sure they always kept command and control in 
their business. 

Her family owned a string of hotels, but her father never 
wanted his business conducted out of the hotels like some 
owners and her grandfathers. He preferred to handle all of 
the business from an office. One of the things her father 
implemented when he took over was the hotel. 

First floor or the basement level was where the security 
department, daycare, and mailroom were located. 

"What you'll probably notice, Ms. Montgomery, is that the 
security staff is extensive. That's because of Lexington 
Jewelry. There are even several guards posted in the 
mailroom to watch over all shipments that come in," Thomas 
explained. 

"Has there ever been a theft or break in?" Chantal scanned 
the large open room and its thirty employees including the 
security staff. 
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"Once, but you'll probably get a better report of what 
happened and the investigation process by your husband." 

I doubt that, Chantal thought as she continued the tour 
with Thomas. It also didn't escape her mind that the 
newspapers had reported her and Stephan's engagement. 

Second floor held the restaurant, one of the only places 
she'd ventured on a regular basis over the years. It was 
impressive with its seating arrangements and servers like a 
normal restaurant; it also included a large boardroom closed 
in by glass which was used for lunchtime meetings. 

That afternoon she would once again be in that room, due 
to the "official" meeting with the board about her leading the 
hotels. 

"Here on the third floor, Ms. Montgomery, you will find the 
office's of Dress It Up, the clothing store inside of all the 
Luxury Palace hotels. There are two designers in every store 
focusing on both upscale and local designs. For instance in 
New York it would be more business, Spain exotic, and in 
Jamaica more festive." 

When they reached the next level and passed by quite a 
few empty rooms, she stopped catching Thomas' attention. 
"Any particular reason this space is vacant?" 

"This half of the fourth floor was left that way in case 
another company joined Montgomery Hotels." 

The wheels in her head began to turn. She wasn't sure 
what she had in mind, but she could feel an idea forming. 

"Of course you know that the other half of this floor is used 
for Lexington Jewelry's workshop. This is where their jewelry 
is shipped, cut, and placed in original settings." 
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"Who all has access to their workshop?" They continued 
down the hall covered by large dark glass windows. 

"The only people allowed to work in the workshop are 
licensed gemologists. They're also the only people to have a 
key and pass code with the exception of Mr. Lexington." 

Chantal knew that was part of the merger agreement. She 


and Thomas migrated toward the elevator. 
* OK OK X* 


Stephan balanced his body on the cushioned stool in front 
of his workstation when a movement on the other side of the 
security wall caught his attention. Glancing up, he understood 
what had broken his concentration. Better yet, who, Chantal. 

She glided along the window panels in a leisurely stroll 
beside a medium height black man whose constant lip 
movement let him know he was going over a great amount of 
details with Chantal. Occasionally, she looked toward the 
glass. Stephan observed her, knowing it was impossible for 
her to see through it. 

He admired the smooth round angles of her face, her 
almond shaped eyes, high cheekbones, small nose, and full 
lips. Her skin was the color of warm caramel bubbling on the 
stove, and he recalled it was just as sweet and hot. His cock 
leaped with remembrance. 

Like a voyeur, he caressed the curves of her body with his 
eyes. Her buttoned down light blue shirt molded across her 
breasts was barely noticeable past her suit jacket. But, 
whether he wanted to or not, he didn't miss much when it 
came to Chantal. The relaxed fit of her slacks drew his eyes 
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further, making him sigh with the desire to see the pants 
formed to the contours of her ass. A /ush ass at that. His 
hand tingled recalling the feel of it in his grasp in the dark 
gazebo. 

Chantal and the man moved farther down the hall and out 
of his line of vision. Pushing the urge away that beckoned him 
to look out the door and catch one last glimpse of her, he 
refocused his attention on something he could handle, the 


complicated band design in hand. 
*K OK OK XK 


Thomas led her to the fifth level and the Lexington offices. 
She tried to ignore the tingling sensations racing up her arms. 
Unable to stop herself from wondering if Stephan was in the 
office today, she commented without thinking, "I guess 
Stephan comes in from Spain quite often if he has a key to 
the workshops." 

"Actually, I've only seen Mr. Stephan Lexington here a few 
times in the last four years. I guess he'll be around more 
often now that the two of you are getting married. I was 
speaking about Mr. Bernard Lexington the CEO." 

Damn, as his fiancée I'm supposed to know how often he's 
in country. Chantal made no further comment wanting to bite 
off her tongue with the blunder. 

Thomas respected her silence and continued to take her 
around to speak with the jewelry store employees. 

She admitted to herself that a void went into her heart as 
she thought about how Stephan should have been gracing the 
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halls, showing her around as wife to be, and introducing her 
to his staff. 

Pushing the thought aside, she continued to the next floor 
with Thomas. 

On the sixth floor, Thomas took her around to see the 
offices, where she acquainted herself with the staff of each 
department that assisted in the running of Luxury Palaces 
overseas. 

Another thing that caught Chantal's attention was that Mr. 
Graves, who was the head of marketing, had to be old 
enough to retire as he appeared to be in his late seventies. As 
she looked around, she noticed many of the people there 
probably could have been employed since her grandfather ran 
the company. 

Again, the wheels in her head started to turn as they 
journeyed up to the seventh floor. 

"Of course, madam, the final floor, the control center of 
Montgomery Hotels." 

It was not only the nucleus of the company, but also her 
world. Especially, since after the wedding Stephan would be 
flying back to Spain and the waiting arms of his women there. 

This was where the CEO/president and the board 
members' offices were, where she would be. Her heart began 
to speed up with excitement at the thought of being in charge 
of it all. She paid her dues in college and her internship, and 
she was now ready to run things. 

Thoughts of her father ran through her mind. She 
remembered when she was smaller and would come into the 
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office with him on Saturdays. He always appeared totally 
consumed when he was working, completely in his element. 
Thomas took her back downstairs to get her official badge, 
security code and to finish processing the mandatory 
paperwork that the company kept on everyone who worked in 
the building. 
When she left Thomas, it was lunchtime, and she headed 


back to the second floor for her meeting. 
*K OK OK OK 


At eleven o'clock that afternoon, Chantal walked into the 
cafeteria meeting room for the luncheon formally making her 
the president and company executive officer of Montgomery 
Hotels. Her aunt was already present talking to some of the 
board members. 

One of them was Grant Hubert, an old friend of her 
father's. He was also someone that was her champion while 
she was in college and during her internship. 

They all turned as she entered the room. 

"Chantal, dear, do not stand in the doorway like a loiterer. 
Come in." 

Even in a situation like this her aunt could make her feel 
like a three-year-old. She knew it would be totally up to her 
to fight for her respect in the company. "Sorry, I wasn't 
loitering, just assessing my surroundings." 

The pinched expression on her aunt's face let her know 
that Marilyn didn't appreciate her using her voice. Ignoring 
her aunt's look, she walked around the table until she located 
her name and took her seat next to her Aunt Marilyn. She 
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wasn't trying to get into a cat fight with her aunt, but neither 
was she going to allow her to belittle her in front of the board 
members. There was a new sheriff in town, and she was 
strapped. 

"Dear, Chantal, your father would be proud of the woman 
you've become." 

Hearing Mr. Hubert's words Chantal turned to the man on 
her right. This man, having been such a good family friend, 
made her feel her father's presence in the room strongly. She 
needed that at the moment. Reaching over to him, she placed 
her hand on top of his and gave him a smile. "Thank you, Mr. 
Hubert." 

Turning, Chantal noticed Mr. Clarence Seymour and Mr. 
Burt Lancaster strolling in next. "Good afternoon, gentlemen." 
Standing, she shook hands with each of them. 

When David Latimore, Christopher Kelly, Neil Howling, 
Lance Parker and Paul Downing, the final five gentlemen who 
held seats on the board entered, her aunt began, "Well, now 
that we have everyone present there is no need to waste time 
in getting this meeting underway." 

Aunt Marilyn was beaming. 

Chantal could see that her aunt was completely in her 
element as Head Honcho. Her aunt's pleasure in the situation 
radiated from her in a warm glow, times like these were the 
only time she noticed any warmth associated with her aunt. 
This company was the only thing that gave Marilyn pure 
unadulterated gratification. Having a permanent position as 
head of the company would probably be the only thing to top 
it. 
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She had her day; it's my turn now, Chantal thought to 
herself as she watched her aunt. 

"So, let us get started." Marilyn's chair squeaked as she 
leaned back against it. 

Looking around the room at all the men who had been 
present at her house during the dinner party where it was 
announced she would be taking over the hotel business and 
wondered what they thought about her. Particularly since she 
was not only about to take over the company, but enter in to 
a new marriage with one of their company's partners. 

"Well, gentlemen, we have all come here today for a 
change of command and leadership." 

All eight men of the board who sat around the table choose 
to remain silent. After the announcements at the dinner 
party, none of the men would be shocked with the outcome of 
the meeting. This was all just a formality. 

"Today, I will finish closing out some things and turning 
over the control of the company to Chantal." 

That news shocked Chantal. Her aunt had stated she would 
be with her to assist her through the transition. Even though 
she felt confident in taking over the company, it was a little 
daunting to discover her aunt wouldn't be there. 

Marilyn continued, "I hope you will all give her the respect 
of the leadership of the hotels as you've given me." 

Across from her Neil Howling spoke up, "How am I 
supposed to give respect to a child who hasn't earned it?" 

Chantal knew that some of the men had objections to her 
taking over the company. They grumbled around corners and 
behind closed doors where they thought she was oblivious. 
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However, the naysayers would soon discover that she wasn't 
blind, stupid, or dumb. She hadn't earned the respected place 
of Suma Cum Laude when she graduated from college on her 
looks. 

Mr. Hubert came to her defense. "She's not a child, Neil. 
She's only a few years younger than you were when you took 
a seat on this board." 

"The backs of my ears were very dry thank you. I had 
experience under my belt." 

"And you still made a lot of mistakes," Hubert retorted. 

"You always were a softie for the young girls," Parker 
mumbled loudly from the far end of the table. 

Hubert eyed him down the length of the table, rendering 
Parker silent of any further comment. 

"Listen to me, gentlemen, and listen well." Marilyn's voice 
resonated in the room. "Whether you like it or not, my niece 
will run this company. Don't ever forget that this is 
Montgomery Hotels. Chantal is a Montgomery, and it is her 
heritage and her right to head the hotels. You either stand 
with her and we all prosper, or you fight against her and we 
all fail. Either way, it is your choice. You may stay and eat, 
but other than that this meeting is adjourned." 

At that moment, Chantal realized there was still much for 
her to learn about how to handle hostile and disgruntled 
board members. 

She made a mental note. Bold. Direct. Straightforward and 
don't pull any punches. 

As they all mingled around eating lunch, Chantal spoke to 
the members who weren't antagonistic about her position. 
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They discussed so many subjects dealing with the company 
her head began to spin. It was thrilling to her to be able to 
give her opinion on different issues and have people listen. 

By the time the lunch was over she experienced a brief 
amount of respect from many of the board members for her 
minor achievements and the goals she'd set for herself 
professionally. 

After everyone left, she followed her aunt up to the 
seventh floor to the office of the CEO. 

Chantal looked around the office with new eyes. There was 
an oak desk with a high back chair, two chairs across from it 
and a large window behind it. Along one wall was a bar. On 
the other side of the room was a sitting area with a couch and 
coffee table. Just like the company, there were things Chantal 
would keep and things she would get rid of. 

Her aunt's secretary came to mind. The woman was a 
saint, but frequently mothered her. That was the last thing 
she needed. That just confirmed her age and inexperience. 

A few times she heard Nancy talk about retiring and 
working with children. Chantal was going to offer her a 
severance package that would allow the woman to live her life 
comfortably. She didn't believe in the elderly working 
themselves into the grave in order to pay their bills. 

"You handled yourself well today, Chantal." Her aunt 
grabbed the open briefcase from the floor next to the desk 
and began putting things into it. 

"Thank you, Aunt Marilyn." Chantal sat down in one of the 
chairs across from the desk. 
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"Do you know why I sat you close by Mr. Hubert and Mr. 
Howling?" 

"No, ma'am, I do not." Chantal didn't realize there was a 
strategy to the seating arrangements with the exception of 
her and her aunt's seat. 

"I placed you there because, as you have seen yourself, 
Mr. Howling is extremely stuck in the past where women are 
concerned." 

"Yes, ma'am. The fact that he continues to call me little 
girl keeps giving it away." She allowed a small smile to pull 
up the corners of her mouth. 

"Well, so are a lot of the men on the board. None of their 
views are quite as fossilized as Mr. Howling's, but outdated 
just the same. Neil is a prude. His ideas were stuck firmly in 
the nineteenth century. He believes that women do not 
belong in business. They belonged in the household cooking 
and cleaning and raising children. There is not much in the 
way of women that he does approve of outside of the home." 

"Mr. Hubert is open-minded." 

"Yes, Grant, on the other hand, is the complete opposite. 
You can count on him to give you assistance and support 
when you need it. He believes that everybody deserves a 
chance. But, he is one of the few men on the board and in the 
company who feel that way. He is just like your father, 
believing women belong in corporate America as much as 
men do. He'll encourage you where Neil will discourage." 

"T understand." 

Her Aunt Marilyn nodded, closed up her briefcase and 
headed toward the door. 
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Marilyn turned at the door. "One more thing, Chantal. If 
you want to make it in this business, you will need to do it 
yourself. No one is going to give you what you want just 
because you are the heir. You have to fight for it. Make those 
men on the board stand up and take notice. Only then will 
they respect you for your accomplishments. I will send the 
rest of the reports by messenger." 

Her aunt opened the door, stepped out, and was gone. 

Chantal thought about what her aunt said, as she stood in 
the center of what was now her office. It was her heart's 
desire to make her father proud of her and the way she ran 
the family business. Wanting to excel in the company was 
starting to run like blood through her veins. She sat down at 
her desk and made a phone call to the human resources 
department, telling Thomas to begin to send out the word 
that the new CEO wanted a secretary from within the 
company. All who were interested in the position would be 
interviewed today. 

After she hung up, she leaned back in her chair and 
assessed the situation. "Well, Madam President, the first 
order of business is to talk to Nancy." 

She buzzed the front office. 
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Six 


"Mom, I don't see why I have to be here," Stephan 
protested. 

"Because it's your wedding. You ought to at least be in on 
the planning of it," his mother spoke firmly to him. 

"Mom, I wasn't considered in its origina! planning." 

His mother gave him one of her disapproving looks. 

Chided well, he sighed. Now, how am I supposed to argue 
against that look? "Fine, I'll be there." 

Ding! Dong! 

"That would be Chantal. I'll get it." His mother left the 
office. 

Standing by the fireplace mantel, he tried to prepare 
himself for the onslaught of seeing his fiancée. 

"So, Chantal, I have already ordered the flowers. I do 
believe you said you like orchids..." his mother was saying 
when they walked in. 

"Yes, Julia, I do." 

Chantal entered the room wearing a pair of soft gray 
slacks and a white shirt; the ever-present tight bun was slick 
and in place. The smile on her face was reflected in her eyes 
making them bright and luminous. 

Damn ... It would be so much easier if she didn't look so 
good. 

He could tell that she recently left her office by the 
briefcase she toted and the suit jacket slung over her arm. 

"Hello, Chantal. Working hard were you?" 
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She glanced his way only long enough to nod in his 
direction then turned back toward his mother. "Sorry I'm late. 
I had plans of being here before now, but I got held up ina 
meeting with one of the department managers." 

"No sweat off my back," he grumbled behind her. 

Her gaze met his. "I'm sure it's not." 

What the hell? 

The light in her eyes extinguished by his words making 
him feel like a cad. 

"Chantal, let me give you a tour of the house. While my 
son has some time to get his manners together." His mother 
escorted Chantal out, but not before she gave him another 
one of her looks. 

Shit. 

They exited the room and Stephan exhaled a breath. He 
wanted to kick himself for the way he was acting. He could 
already tell he wasn't going to be able to hang around while 
they talked and discussed the wedding plans. All he could 
think about was how her lips had felt that night in the gazebo. 
How supple her breasts were under his hands. And worst of 
all his ears were still echoing with sweet sounds of her 
moans. 

He was a grown man. He should be able to control his 
emotions better. 

"Someone looks like they're having a little trouble." His 
father walked into the room. 

"What makes you say that?" 

"Well, Son, you look like I did when your mom and I were 
about to get married." 
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"Really?" 

"Arranged marriages can be hard, but eventually they 
work out." 

"No offense to you, Dad, for being the one putting me in 
this situation, but how did you get past the anger?" 

"Son, I allowed myself to fall in love with your mother." His 
father lifted a single eyebrow at him then turned, walking out 
of the room. 

Stephan pondered the wisdom of his father's words then 
pushed it aside. He couldn't see himself falling in love with 
Chantal any time soon. Especially before she and his mom 
finished the tour. He figured it was best for both of them if he 
just made himself scarce. Besides he'd prefer not to 
embarrass his mother anymore than he already had. 

"Your house is beautiful. I don't remember the last time I 
went swimming. Our house didn't have a pool, and I don't get 
a chance to go to the health club at work as often as I like." 

Stephan looked at her body in the baggy slacks and top. 
From the little he could make out through her clothes he 
didn't see any evidence of neglect. Every inch of her seemed 
slim and trim. But, it probably had more to do with the fact 
she more than likely missed meals because of work. 

Staring at her body was starting to spark feelings in a new 
area he refused to deal with now. "Mom, I'll be in grandpa's 
workshop. There's a piece I'm working on I need to have 
done before the week is out and I'm already falling behind." 

"If you feel you must go, Stephan." Amazingly his mother 
didn't argue with him. 
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"I do. Whatever you two decide is fine with me. Make a list 
of things you need me to accomplish and I'll take care of 
them." Glancing over at his future wife, he allowed himself a 
brief moment to drink in her beauty. "Chantal." 

"Stephan," she responded. 

They were already discussing plans for the wedding before 
their voices started to fade, when he headed out the back 


door toward the workshop. 
*K OK OK OK 


"You two can hang it up. You're not coming with me. 
You've tried this trick before and the answer still is no." 
Stephan walked into his room to find Phelps and Vanneca, the 
family cats, curled up on his suitcase he left lying on top of 
his bed. He knew better than to leave it open, refusing to 
have all of his clothes would've been covered in cat hair. 

Both cats opened their eyes when they heard his voice. 

His parents gave them to his sister one Christmas as a gift. 
Their parents thought it would be good for Veronica, who 
chose not to hang out with friends and study instead; maybe 
the cats would be good company for her. 

They were wrong. 

When Veronica was in a book or deep into one of her 
science experiments in the basement, she became oblivious 
to anything else around her. For that reason alone the cats 
sought out new companionship. 

Quickly, he learned cats were not like dogs. They didn't 
need attention all the time nor did they want it, but when 
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they wanted it, they wanted it. He had been available a few 
times, and from that moment on, they were hooked. 

Phelps and Vanneca laid their heads back down, planning 
to continue with their nap he'd rudely interrupted. 

"Oh, no, you don't." He noticed they weren't planning to 
move. "Naptime at this present location is over. Out you two." 
Stephan pointed his index finger toward the chair the cats 
slept in when he was using his bed. 

Still on top of the suitcase, neither Phelps nor Vanneca 
opened an eye to his command. The only response to his 
voice was a twitching of the ears simultaneously. 

"Fine, I'll move you myself. But, either way, you're going." 
Stephan reached toward the suitcase and picked up Vanneca 
first, who began to purr loudly and cuddle herself closer to his 
chest. 

Vanneca was a Siamese cat. She was all black except for 
the tips of her ears and the tip of her tail was brown. 

Although they immediately took a liking to him, they 
barely tolerated anyone else. For that reason entirely, 
Stephan was given the honor of naming them both. 

He picked Phelps for the male cat's name, after his 
mother's maiden name, because officially the line ended with 
his uncle who died about seven years ago, childless. 

He picked Vanneca for the female cat's name, because she 
reminded him of a Moroccan dancer he'd seen in Rabat, 
Morocco. During the summers, he'd been in New York at the 
Gemology Institute of America. The school was mandatory for 
the family business, ever since his great-grandfather attended 
the college in 1931. He placed a stipulation on the 
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presidential seat in the company. For that matter, everyone in 
the family was required to take the course. Stephan 
remembered his grandfather believed, "The knowledge gained 
from the school would keep the family on the cutting edge of 
the jewelry industry.” The course consisted of a year's worth 
of classes leading to certification as a gemologist. It was 
flexible enough that Stephan could take it while on summer 
vacation. 

During his last summer, one of his instructors at GIA 
taught them about the mixture of art on the continent of 
Africa, such as, Northern part of Africa, Egypt, and Morocco. 

They even studied the religious artifacts concentrating 
mainly on the two prominent: Christian and Muslim. He 
allowed all twelve students at the end of the summer to 
accompany him on a trip to Morocco, because the art had a 
unique blend of four European countries: Spain, France, Great 
Britain and Germany, as well as traces of African influence. 

The dancer's name was Vanneca. Her graceful dance 
movements flowed so smoothly he could still picture her in his 
mind. The first time he saw the Siamese cat walk as if she 
wore heels, using the same graceful manner, he knew the 
name would be perfect. 

"There you go, milady." He set her down in the chair. 

Sauntering around the seat of the chair, Vanneca looked 
for a comfortable spot to her liking. Then she lay down 
curving her back against the side of the chair. Giving one final 
purr in Stephan's direction, she closed her eyes and went 
promptly back to sleep. 
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"Phelps, you're beginning to be a fat boy. I don't think I 
can lift you anymore. I think I'll tell Roberta only seafood for 
now on." 

Phelps lifted his head in response. A male Prussian cat, he 
was white with a black spot on his nose and all four of his 
paws like socks. He was a fat cat that looked like he never 
missed a meal and he didn't. 

Stephan could have sworn he saw a smile on the cat's 
face. Laughing he said, "In your dreams buddy." 

Stephan leaned down and heaved Phelps off his luggage. 

"Meowwww," Phelps voiced his disapproval about being 
moved. 

Stephan put him on the chair with his stow away buddy. 

Phelps plopped down next to Vanneca and used her 
stomach as a pillow to prop his head. 

Staring at the pair for a moment, Stephan thought about 
what his family told him about the cats' behavior while he was 
away at school and in Spain. Phelps and Vanneca hadn't 
allowed anyone else around them. His family constantly joked 
about how the cats just ate and slept, awaiting his arrival 
home. 

Stephan shook his head because the funny thing about it 
was he didn't even like cats, but somehow they purred their 
way into his heart. 

Turning away, he began packing. He was on his way to 
New York in a few hours. Tomorrow morning he had a 
meeting with the executive in control of the New York Jewelry 
store. There were only a few things at the house for him to 
pack from the things he brought home. The rest of his things 
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were still in Montgomery Luxury Palace in Spain, where he'd 
lived for the past five years getting experience to head 
Lexington Jewelry. Before he'd come home he already had his 
suite packed up and a date set to have them shipped to him. 
After he found out about the wedding and the incident in the 
gazebo with Chantal, he'd called and canceled the shipment. 

While he was in college at Morehouse in Atlanta, Georgia 
getting his degree in business management and spending 
summers at GIA, not to mention traveling from Spain, he'd 
become accustomed to living out of a suitcase. 

His father was getting older. He would be sixty-four on his 
next birthday. After Stephan gained the experience he 
needed, his father intended to step down as CEO. Stephan 
knew the history of the family business inside and out. His 
great-great-grandfather originally owned one store. It was in 
Alexandria thirty miles northeast of their county. The first one 
had done so well, when his grandfather took over he opened 
three more: one in Manhattan, New York and two in 
California: Carmel and Los Angeles. 

After the years since college, he had the experience now to 
run the company, but with his pending marriage to Chantal, a 
lot was up in the air. He knew his father didn't understand 
why he wasn't coming home to run the entire business from 
the home office, but he was hoping for his father's trust. 

The phone on his nightstand rung, "Hello ... Pudge," he 
said excited when he recognized his sister's voice on the 
phone. "How's GIA going? When do you present your final 
project?" 
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Now his sister was currently taking her final class in her 
gemologist certification course, even though her future was in 
chemistry. His father didn't want to leave anything to chance 
if something were to happen to him and she might have to 
step in. 

Exhaling a burst of air into the phone, she asked, "First of 
all, am I ever going to grow out of that nickname?" 

"Never." Stephan laughed. He gave her the nickname the 
first time he saw her in the hospital the day she was born. 
She arrived in the world a whopping nine pounds ten ounces, 
a pudgy baby. It took her five years to lose the baby fat, and 
she hadn't gained an ounce since. But, the nickname stuck. 

Giggling she said, "GIA is good, but I'd much rather be 
working in the labs back at State." 

His sister was teaching at Ohio State while she worked on 
her doctorate in chemistry. 

"I'm sure you would. You know I am never going to let you 
forget you didn't go to Spelman. So, if you called to get me to 
help you with your jewelry final, you can hang up." 

"What kind of brother are you?" Her voice was laced with 
comedic indignation. 

"I'm a great brother." He zipped his suitcase together and 
set it by the door of his room. 

"If you were, you'd understand I've lived with you and 
been around Tyler all my life. So, I definitely didn't want to 
spend my first year in college with the two of you pestering 
me." 

"Pestering you." Stephan feigned shock. 
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"Yes, pestering." Veronica deepened her voice on the other 
end. "Veronica, pull your head out of those books. Veronica, 
go on a date." 

He chuckled heartily at her production, knowing his sister 
was right. 

Even though he and Veronica were complete opposites in 
everything, they remained close. 

Veronica's small stature had a smooth complexion as dark 
as brownie mix before it was baked. Her large eyes and hair 
were both the color of oak wood. Stephan had once told her 
that she reminded him of a Snickers candy bar, so many 
different shades of brown and sweet to the core. 

He, on the other hand, was tall. Six-two exactly, lean and 
muscular. In his free time, he ran and worked out on the 
Nautilus equipment at school. Having been on the track team 
for many years kept him in shape. His hair, which he kept cut 
low to his head, was black as pure coal. It never showed any 
highlights. The distinct feature was his eyes, which were his 
most striking appeal. They were the color of obsidian; so dark 
brown they looked black. Frequently, women often expressed 
to him that looking into his eyes they felt as if they could see 
into his soul. Stephan used them for all they were worth. 

Stephan's sister continued complaining about him and 
Tyler's possible treatment of her. "There wouldn't have been 
a moment's peace for me." 

"We aren't that bad." He guffawed at the dubious sound 
that came through the phone. 
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Then she sobered. "On a serious note, I know you all mean 
well, but I just needed some time by myself to find out who I 
am." 

"I can respect that." 

"Finishing this final project, I now see why you spent so 
much time in grandpa's old workshop when you were home 
during the summer." 

"Precisely why, my dear Watson. What's your final?" 

She grumbled. 

His sister didn't love jewel design as he did, reason she 
had put off attending the college as long as possible. 

"Our final project is to place a diamond in a setting of our 
own creation." 

"I'm sure your instructor selected the cut, degree, and 
prism range?" 

"Yes, it has to be exactly right without a single flaw. Like 
all the final projects, we have to try and make it as original as 
possible, but to stay within the designate measurements." 
Pudge finished with a heavy sigh as if the weight of the world 
were on her shoulders. 

Stephan knew his sister too well. As soon as they gave her 
the assignment, the wheels would've begun turning even 
though it wasn't top on her list of things to do. If there was a 
problem, she wanted to figure it out. Pudge loved a challenge, 
which was going to make her an excellent chemist. 

"As much as I'd love to continue to chat with you, Pudge, I 
have a plane to catch." 

"T know that's why I'm calling. Mom told me you would be 
here tonight in New York. So, I wanted to let you know I was 
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free for you to take me out to dinner. None of that cheap 
sidewalk stuff either ... I want to go somewhere nice." 

"A young lady as pretty as you are, Veronica, you should 
be out on a date. Instead of spending all your time in the gem 
labs at Lexington Jewelry in New York." 

"See, Steph, that's why I didn't go to Spelman." 

Stephan laughed. 

"T'll let you go, but be fairly warned that you're going to 
get yours tonight at dinner. I want to hear all about your 
upcoming marriage." 

He groaned. Before he could respond and tell his sister he 
didn't want to talk about it, she hung up. 

Someone tapped on his door as he hung up the phone. 

"Come in." 

"Well, Son, you all packed and ready to go?" His father 
entered the room. 

"IT sure am." 

"Who's going to handle the wedding preparations while 
you're gone?" 

"Tyler has already begun working with Mom." Stephan 
zipped his suitcase shut. 

"Both of you boys have come a long way since leaving 
Morehouse. I know that place is not the same once you boys 
left." His father chuckled. 

Stephan glanced over his shoulder eyeing his father. "Dad, 
I'm not quite sure Morehouse has ever been the same since 
you left." 

The atmosphere rumbled with laughter. 
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"Right you are, Son, right you are. So, Tyler's parents still 
moving to Europe at the end of this month?" 

"Yes, but they've decided not to sell the house. They are 
letting Tyler keep the family estate. It's their early Christmas 
present to him." Lifting his suitcase off the bed, he set it 
beside his father by the door. 

"More like one less thing for them to concern themselves 
with." 

His father didn't care for Tyler's parents, but Bernard 
Lexington was usually more restrained. 

"T've been really impressed with how well he has done 
since you've been in Spain. I knew after his internship with us 
while you all were still in college that I was going to hire him." 
His father's face held a perplexed look. 

Standing in front of his father, he commented, "Dad, you 
sound as if you didn't expect for Tyler to do a good job." 

"Actually, Son, to be honest with you, I didn't know what 
to expect from him. Even though, I've known Tyler since you 
all were in knee pants, I really was afraid he'd turn out like 
his father." The look of disgust was plain on his father's face. 

"Dad, Tyler is nothing like his father. Honestly, Mr. Smalls 
doesn't have an ounce of business sense. Tyler told me he 
hired an accountant to balance his checkbook. Now, Tyler, on 
the other hand, is hard working. He would stop at nothing to 
achieve success, and he inspires others to do the same 
thing." 

"T've seen that, Son. That's why I brought him on, 
regardless of my fears. I had to give him the chance." 
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Stephan took a deep breath knowing the burden his friend 
carried. "If his grandfather hadn't set-up the trust fund for 
him that his parents couldn't touch, I do believe Tyler 
would've been penniless." 

"Some people and money just don't mix. Your mother had 
some encounters with Mrs. Smalls. It's a good thing Tyler 
inherited his grandfather's genes." Bernard Lexington 
grumbled. "Well, enough of this. I'll talk to you when you get 
back, Son, just wanted you to know how much I think of 
Tyler." 

"It would be awesome if you'd impart that information to 
Tyler. I think he'd like to hear it." 

"T've already done that, but four more times won't hurt." 
His father smiled. "Your mother was looking for you. I believe 
she's downstairs." 

"Give me a second to make sure I've packed everything 


and I'll be right down." 
*K OK OK OK 


He turned as he heard the front door open as he stood in 
the foyer waiting for his mother to return with some 
information for him. "Hi." 

Chantal strolled in, looking good enough to eat. Only a few 
steps away from him, his hand itched with wanting to touch 
her. Since the last time he had seen her, he couldn't get her 
off his mind. She was becoming a drug to him. A highly 
addictive drug. There were times at the office he had started 
to head for her office, wanting to see her. Each time, he 
convinced himself not to get too involved, too attached. She 
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was wrapped up in her business, and she didn't have time for 
him. Even now, she was standing in his foyer once again 
looking as if she came directly from her job. 

"Hi. Are you coming or going?" She gave him a small 
smile, appearing nervous and unsure. 

Raising his eyes from her dangerously tempting mouth, he 
cleared his throat. "Actually, I'm going. I have a business trip 
that's taking me out of town for a few days." After seeing her, 
he wished he didn't have to go. He wouldn't have minded 
sitting with them just so he could observe her fluid 
movement, the grace in the way she carried herself. Chantal 
was innocence and Sex all rolled up into one. 

She affected him. Made him want to lay her down on 
whatever was closest to them and taste every part of her 
body slowly. Stifling a grown, Stephan reminded himself 
getting too close to Chantal was dangerous. 

"I'm sorry, Chantal, what did you say?" He noticed she was 
looking at him as if he should be sitting in a corner wearing a 
dunce cap. 

Lifting her hand, she attempted to hide her broadening 
smile, but not doing a very good job of it. "I asked you if 
you've had a chance to speak with your mother about the 
wedding." 

"Yes, I did." He returned her smile. "She told me you 
decided you wanted to have the wedding reception at your 
family home." 

"Is that okay with you?" She lowered her hand, fidgeting 
with the handle of her briefcase. "I just wanted to feel like my 
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parents were a part of it too. The house is the last place I saw 
them alive. It's where I feel closest to them." 

It was apparent to him by the softness of her voice that 
Chantal was still grieving deeply for her parents. "It's fine 
with me. You miss your parents a lot don't you?" 
Subconsciously, he made the decision to touch her. Reaching 
his hand out, he laid his palm against her cheek and stroked 
its silkiness with his thumb. 

"Sometimes more than others." Her eyelids lowered and 
she turned her face into his hand. 

He couldn't imagine losing his parents, but Chantal had 
lost hers. He wondered who she had turned to. Who had been 
there for her? Marilyn Montgomery didn't appear to be the 
consoling type. "I know, our marriage is not what either one 
of us wanted, but if you ever need to talk about it, I'm here 
for you." He stepped closer, shortening the gap between 
them. 

"Thank you, Stephan." 

Her breath whispered across his face. His name on her lips 
brought his eyes down to see if they were still as full as he 
remembered they were. He moved his thumb, stroking across 
the thick flesh of her bottom lip. Being around her was giving 
him a sickness, and she was the only elixir to cure him. 
Slipping his free arm around her waist, he pulled her body 
against his and leaned down to bring his lips in contact with 
hers. 

"Stephan, your pick-up date for the tuxedo is Friday, but 
Tyler..." 
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They sprang apart like two guilty children, caught with 
their hands in the cookie jar as his mother came breezing 
back into the room. Reality of the situation rushed back into 
his mind. 

"Oh, Chantal, I didn't realize you arrived." His mother 
stopped beside them. 

"T just got here a few moments ago," she admitted, 
glancing from him to his mother. 

"Mom, what were you saying about the tuxedos?" He 
needed to get out of there. Noticing she was smiling at him 
and Chantal, giving them that proud mother grin. He had to 
leave before his mother started playing matchmaker between 
him and his fiancée. Stephan almost laughed at how silly that 
sounded. 

"Oh, yes dear. Tyler is going to pick-up the tuxedos on 
Friday before the place closes. So you don't have to rush your 
meeting. Just make sure you're back for the wedding on 
Saturday." 

"T'll be here." His eyes captured Chantal's again as his 
heart began to race. Yeah, she was a drug, one hit and now 
he was sprung. "Well, I need to be going before I miss my 
flight." Kissing his mother on the cheek then giving Chantal a 


smile, he exited the house. 
*K OK KOK 


"Hello, Liza, this is Julia Lexington." 

Liza would have recognized the classy tone in her voice 
instantly. Stephan's mother held an elegant grace in the way 
she talked and everything she did. 
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"How are you, Mrs. Lexington?" Holding the phone to her 
ear, she rose from her worktable, where she had been doing 
sketches for some advertising ideas she had on her mind. 

"Oh, I'm doing well. I'm sorry to call you so early in the 
morning and I know this is short notice. Is it possible for you 
to come to my house this afternoon? There are some things I 
need you to take care of for the wedding. If you need to pack 
a bag for the night, I'll have one of the guest rooms prepared 
for you." 

"Thanks for the offer of the room, but my mother would be 
heartbroken if I didn't stay with them at the Montgomery 
house. But, I'll see you in about three hours." 

"That's perfect. I'll see you then," Julia confirmed then 
hung up. 

Replacing the phone in the cradle, she looked down at her 
clothes. "This will definitely not do." Moving through her 
apartment, she walked into her bedroom to find something 
else to wear, instead of the faded jeans and oversized T-shirt, 
her standard Saturday morning apparel. The first thing she 
did was toss a few items into an overnight bag then sifted 
through her wardrobe. 

"Sophisticated, yet fresh." She held up a pale peach 
pantsuit. 

Julia Lexington was not the type of rich woman to care 
what people wore. She wasn't at all like the snobby kids and 
parents of the schools she had attended with Chantal. Thanks 
to Mr. Montgomery. 

However, she couldn't be around someone with Julia's 
polish and not want to appear the same. 
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Quickly, she added a conditioning mousse to her short 
curls adding to the chic look she was attempting to pull off. 
There was no time to waste with an hour and forty-five 
minute drive ahead of her, so she dressed and glided a little 
Clinique Tender-heart onto her lips then was out the door. 
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Seven 


"Damn, you look like you need to be kissed, Liza." 

Her skin tingled as she stared at Tyler's chocolate frame 
standing in the doorway at the Lexington residence. 
"Hopefully, you're on your way out." 

"If I was, I'd have changed my plans." He stepped back to 
allow her entrance. 

Standing a few feet away from Tyler, she was glad she'd 
changed clothes. If she'd arrived in her bum wear she was 
wearing earlier, she wouldn't have been able to pull off the 
aloof no nonsense attitude she was about to give him. 

The lying one, that said I don't feel anything when I'm 
around him, the little voice in her head reminded her. 

In one quick glance, she imprinted into her memory bank 
how marvelous he looked in his navy blue khakis and cream 
shirt. The silky, smooth baldhead was what caused an 
abundance of heat to swirl around her lower abdomen. 

"Can you please tell Mrs. Lexington that I'm here?" Liza 
stared at a painting that hung on the wall behind Tyler's right 
shoulder, attempting to give him the impression she wasn't 
interested in a conversation with him. 

"T'll do better than that. I'll take you to her." 

"I'd appreciate that." She shifted her gaze from the 
painting to his cinnamon brown eyes. 

Tyler took a step shrinking the gap between them. "But it'll 
cost you." 
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Liza purposely took a noticeable deep breath, expanding 
her chest and sighed heavily. "There's no way I'm going to 
kiss you just to show me to Mrs. Lexington." 

"IT wasn't going to ask you for a kiss, but if that's what's on 
your mind..." 

Tyler's statement hung in the air between them as he 
leaned down toward her. 

She couldn't stop herself from taking a glance at his thick 
sensual lips. Returning her focus on his eyes, she crossed her 
arms over her chest refusing to address his comment. 

Apparently, Tyler was not put off by her stance as he said, 
"Anyway ... I just want to hear you say my name." 

She was shocked at his admission. "Why?" 

The tone of his voice dropped to a deep timbre as he 
spoke. "Because that naked color lipstick you're wearing is 
sexy as hell. It just gives me all kinds of thoughts, like how 
you would—" 

"Listen, Tyler, if you think for one second, I'm—" 

"That's all I wanted to hear," he cut off her ranting. "This 
way, beautiful." A broad smile graced his lips as he winked 
and gestured for her to precede him. 

Snapping her mouth closed, she rolled her eyes at him 
then began walking in the direction down the hall he 
indicated. 

The rest of the day Liza made it a point not to talk or look 
in Tyler's direction while they received instructions from Julia 
about things she wanted done, picked up, or arranged for 
Chantal and Stephan's wedding. 


* OK OK OX 
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"You're sitting on the couch with all your papers spread all 
over the table." Liza stood at Chantal's office door. "Suit 
jacket lying across the back of the chair." She moved deeper 
into the room, her head turning from left to right assessing 
the situation. "Your little girl pumps underneath the table on 
the floor." Nodding she stepped in front of the table before 
Chantal and crossed her arms under her breasts. "Just like 
high school. So what's the problem?" 

Laughing at how easily her best friend had surmised the 
situation, Chantal shook her head. She had been so absorbed 
in trying to find the error in the spreadsheets there was no 
telling how long Liza had been standing there observing her. 
Taking off her glasses, she rubbed her tired eyes. "I'm trying 
to find the discrepancy in these sheets." 

"What makes you think there's something wrong with 
them?" Liza sat on the arm of the couch next to her. 

"Liz, I don't know how to explain it, but I can just feel 
something is not right. It's like I'm looking right at it but can't 
see it. It's mocking me." 

"Mocking you?" It was Liza's turn to laugh. "Okay, girl, I 
think you've been at this entirely too long, if you're giving 
those sheets personalities." 

"I know I need to stop, but I can't put it away just yet." 
Disgusted at not being able to locate the problem, she got up 
from the couch and walked over to her window. 

"Why is it so important you find the error, especially 
tonight?" Moving away from the couch, Liza perched herself 
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up on Chantal's desk balancing her weight on one hip and a 
foot. 

"Because, when I find the error then I can pitch my 
proposal to those Neanderthal men on the board. I noticed 
something a year ago, but since my aunt was in charge I tried 
to tell her about it, but she kept saying we'll get around to it. 
A few months ago she tasked the accounting department 
responsible for Jamaica hotel to review them and report 
back." 

"What did they discover?" 

"There was no finding in the final report." She sighed. "I 
made a mental note to come back to it. Here I am." 

"So, what's your proposal? Is it something hot and juicy to 
give those old men something to smile about?" 

This conversation was old for them to have. Liza liked to 
joke about the stuffy men on the board. Frequently, Liza 
would tell her to hire someone to give the men a little action. 
Supposedly, her friend believed that would cure all her 
problems with them. 

"Yeah, I was thinking of putting a stripper bar in all of the 
hotels." 

"Can I be one of the dancers? I could always use a little 
extra cash." Liza stood up and demonstrated her skills. She 
unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse and danced 
around an invisible man sitting in the chair facing Chantal's 
desk. "So what do you think? Can I be put on the payroll? I 
have to warn you I don't come cheap." 
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Chantal's side hurt from laughing at Liza's portrayal of an 
exotic dancer. "Liz, you have no sense. I really think you 
need help." 

"Well, I'd thought about seeing a counselor in college, but 
he wasn't all that cute." 

Pulling a tissue out of the packet in her drawer, Chantal 
dabbed the corners of her eyes catching the tears of joy. 
"Girl, you really are incorrigible. I see you have arrived in 
town. What brings you to my office instead of visiting with 
your parents at the house?" 

"And you think J need to see someone? Chantal, you're 
getting married tomorrow." 

"I know that Liza." She sobered instantly. There was 
nothing humorous about this conversation. The fact that she 
was getting married tomorrow was another reason why she'd 
been having a problem finding the mistake in the Jamaica 
account. Her mind was overrun with thoughts of Stephan. 
Who she hadn't seen all week since he'd left for New York. 

"So you know tonight is your bachelorette party. Some of 
our friends from school have already arrived, and we're going 
to take you out." 

She eyed her friend. "What do you have planned, Liz?" 

"Nothing much, Chan." Liza shrugged a shoulder 
nonchalantly. "I was thinking about a male dancer or two, but 
then the search became so hard trying to find a man who 
could equal your hunk of a fiancé. So the girls and I decided 
to take you out for a good time and get you drunk." 

"You know I don't drink." She headed toward the couch. 
"Besides, I still have these spreadsheets to finish reviewing." 

121 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


Liza would not be put off. "I'll give you one hour to finish 
up those sheets. Then you better be on your way home." Liza 
wagged her finger at Chantal as if she were a little girl. 

"Okay, okay. I'll be there." She threw up her hands in 
defeat. 

Putting her hands on her hips, Liza stared at her and the 
papers scattered on the table. "Better yet, Chan, I will call 
you in an hour, because it is amazing how fast you can lose 
track of time when you're in this office." 

By the time Liza grabbed her purse and headed out the 
door, Chantal already had her glasses back on and was on the 
sheets again. 

Chantal stopped Liza before she reached the door. "Liz, 
have you made a decision yet about Denver and the new 
job?" A week ago, Liza told her she received an offer from 
Coca-Cola's marketing department. She'd flown out to 
Colorado for an interview. 

Her friend's gaze dropped to the carpet, then glanced 
directly at her. "If I take it, I'll have to be there by the end of 
next month." 

"Whenever it is, I'd like to drive you to the airport." She'd 
miss her best friend. Everything inside her wanted to offer her 
a position with Montgomery Hotels, but until she found out 
what the problem was with the spreadsheets, she wouldn't 
have the funding to pay Liza what she was worth. Chantal 
knew once she found it she would need Liza's skills for her 
proposed project. 

"T wouldn't have it any other way. Now hurry up, you only 
have fifty-six minutes left." Liza smiled at her and left. 
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* OK OK XK 


It was eight o'clock at night when Stephan arrived at 
Montgomery Headquarters from the airport. The meetings 
went well with the Lexington Jewelry in New York executives. 
He'd been pleased at the presentation on sales that was given 
to him. He knew in about five months when he finished with 
the new collection of Lexington designs it would go off like a 
rocket. 

In a month, he'd arrange a meeting with each of the store 
presidents to give them a sneak preview of the collection. He 
needed to talk to Chantal about using Luxury Palace in 
Jamaica to have the showing. He was aiming for the third 
week in December hoping to raise end of year profits. It 
would be a private showing of about three hundred people. 
He would handpick the list with Tyler. It was his friend's job 
as PR head to know the most influential people and places. 
Over the years, Tyler had been right on the money. 

It was Tyler's idea to have it in Jamaica, using the 
exclusiveness of the hotel to bring up the sales. Tyler's 
experience proved people liked to feel things were hush-hush 
and they were the only ones privileged to it, feeding into their 
vanity. 

Stephan had plans to return to Spain, check on things 
there and then go and visit all of their stores and have a 
similar meeting like the one in New York. He and his father 
had met before he left, and he knew his dad wanted to hold 
off his retirement until he returned from Spain. However, he'd 
attempted to convince his dad that business could be run 
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from anywhere as long as there were fax machines, 
telephones and computers. His father stated he would think 
about it only if Stephan agreed to return soon and run 
Lexington jewelry from the Montgomery home office as the 
merger dictated. 

He settled on the decision, but refused to voice a specific 
date to his father. Too much was up in the air where his and 
Chantal's relationship was involved. 

After dropping some papers off at his office on the fifth 
floor, Stephan took the elevator to the seventh, top of the 
building, where Chantal's office was located. He knew she was 
there, because he'd seen her car in her parking slot in the 
garage. This was the first time he'd sought her out. Normally 
he tried to avoid her, not trusting himself in his response to 
her. 

When he reached her door, he knocked on it, but didn't get 
an answer. He slowly opened the door not wanting to disturb 
her if she was on a call. 

He looked toward her desk expecting to see her, surprised 
to see it empty. As he turned to leave he noticed her lying on 
the couch, her glasses resting on her forehead. One hand lay 
on her stomach and the other hand was at her side with a 
hand full of papers in it. She would make a good model for 
business weekly. He wasn't shocked she was in the office 
working late even though they were getting married 
tomorrow. If he voiced his concern, she'd probably argue he 
was working too. However, he was only dropping off papers 
then he was headed home to change for whatever Tyler 
planned for him tonight. 
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Gazing at her on the couch, he knew he shouldn't be 
staring, but this was the only time he could look his fill of her, 
undisturbed. She lay there so quiet and peaceful. Her lips 
where slightly parted, clear of the natural brown lipstick she 
usually wore. Long lashes made half moon shapes on her 
cheekbones. The soft glow of the lamp next to the couch 
made her normal caramel brown complexion look warm and 
inviting. Stephan let his eyes continue their appraisal of her 
body. She was so beautiful to him, no jewel compared. 

He moved closer observing the top buttons were undone 
on her blouse. The column of her neck and the shadow from 
the light held in the valley of her breast. Forcing his eyes off 
that beguiling part of her body, he continued his assessment. 
He noticed the long tapered fingers of the hand lying on her 
stomach were bare of polish. Chantal wouldn't have taken the 
time away from work for pampering. 

The fit of her cream-colored slacks left a lot to the 
imagination. One cream encased leg bent at the knee against 
the back of the couch while the other hung off balanced on 
her stocking foot on the floor. 

It puzzled Stephan why Chantal chose to dress in such 
masculine attire. She was beautiful, yet hid it. The only time 
he saw her reveal a hint of her femininity was at the dinner 
party. Even then she covered up as much as the Virginia heat 
would allow. Even in the clothes and large glasses, drowning 
her femininity, she was hard to resist. 

During the time he walked over and kneeled beside her, he 
hadn't witnessed at what point her eyes opened. When he 
turned to reinvestigate her full mouth, she stared at him. 
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"When did you get back?" She blinked as if clearing her 
vision. 

"About an hour ago. I saw you sleeping and I didn't want 
to awaken you." 

They were both speaking in whispered tones. 

"Was there a reason you came to see me?" 

Still leaning over her, Stephan couldn't will his body to 
move away. The rise and fall of her chest drew his eyes to her 
breasts. Then her tongue shot out and moistened her bottom 
lip. Are you nervous? Do I affect you the same way you affect 
me? 

He stared at her mouth unable to stop. "Do you know how 
beautiful you are, Chantal," he declared. 

"How?" Her words sounded breathless. 

Stephan didn't answer; he just brought his lips down to 
meet hers. He wanted her to understand through his kisses, 
feel the passion he felt. 

Her open mouth became Stephan's playground. Sliding his 
tongue against the inside edge of her lips, he then moved 
deeper into her mouth tasting every corner. 

Refusing to allow her to stay solely on the receiving end, 
he requested her participation. They were both going to enjoy 
this. "Kiss me back. Give me your tongue." When she did, 
Stephan took it into his mouth and showed her all the 
sensations that could be derived from a kiss. 

The heat began to rise between them, and he couldn't 
recall whether or not he'd laid his body on hers or if Chantal 
pulled him down. He didn't care. He was there, and that was 
all that mattered. His blood began to pump vigorously in his 
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ears then head south. Cupping the back of her head, he fisted 
her bun and held her mouth in place. 

Their bodies became instruments of pleasure as the kiss 
intensified. His hips began a grinding motion while his body 
lay nestled between Chantal's open legs, satisfied. Her hips 
gyrated against his own causing him to groan in her mouth. 

The hand that had been making a disaster of her bun 
moved to wrap her legs around his hips allowing her to feel 
the complete evidence of his attraction to her. His cock was 
stiff and throbbing. 

She sighed and settled against him, pressing her body to 
him, igniting the firestorm to a higher level. 

Moving to her blouse, he undid the remaining buttons as 
his mouth left hers and trailed kisses along her neck. The 
sweet taste of her skin drew him lower. Barely pausing as he 
noted her white bra, he pushed it up until her heavy breasts 
sprang free. Dark pebbled nipples beckoned him. He rubbed 
his thumb across her raised nipple and watched her body 
quiver in response. 

Ensuring that she wanted this as much as he did, he 
glanced up and met her heated gaze as she gripped the back 
of his head and urged him forward. 

Obeying her command, Stephan captured her peak in his 
mouth. As he suckled and flicked his tongue over the erect 
tip, he felt the moan move through Chantal's trembling body 
before it rang from her lips. 

There was something else that rang out in the room. 

Its sound interrupted them where Chantal's cries incited 
them. 
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As the phone started on its fourth ring, he pulled away. 
They stared into each other's eyes, both taking in labored 
breathes. 

When he witnessed reality of the situation creep into her 
eyes, he slowly raised his body off hers. She sat up and 
pulled her bra down. 

Quickly racing from the couch, Chantal answered the 
phone ringing persistently on her desk. 

"Hello." She pressed a button. 

"Well, it's about time you answered the phone. I thought I 
was going to have to send out a search party." Liza's voice 
came clearly through the speaker. 

"I'm sorry it took me so long. I was..." Chantal glanced 
over her shoulder at him as he still sat on the couch in agony. 
",,.in the middle of something." 

Liza was too excited to notice Chantal's stammer through 
the phone. "Well, put those spreadsheets up and come home. 
We're going to party tonight, girl." 

"I'm on my way, Liza." Chantal replaced the receiver. 

Chantal turned and stared at him. She was about to say 
something to him, when she noticed his eyes were fixed on 
her open blouse. 

He was disappointed when she pulled her shirt closed over 
her standard cross your heart bra. 

She cleared her throat. "That was Liza. She and some of 
our school friends planned something for tonight." 

Stephan stood up. "Well, I need to be going too. Tyler is 
expecting me. They're planning something for me also." He 
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didn't want to leave things as they were, but the way Chantal 
kept her eyes averted away from his, now was not the time. 

At the door he turned. "I came by to ask, if you mind 
Lexington Jewelry using the Luxury Palace in Jamaica to 
launch our new designs. We would need it the third week in 
December." 

"I don't foresee a problem with it. I'll make a note to 
myself and call the hotel manager on Monday. We can finalize 
the details later." 

Stephan took that as his cue to leave. "Thanks. I guess I'll 
see you tomorrow then." 

"Tomorrow." 

When Stephan left, a silence fell over the office. Chantal 
refastened her blouse, fixed her hair, made a note to herself 
and left the office. Everything that had just happened 
between them felt like a dream. When she opened her eyes 
and saw Stephan staring at her, butterflies began to flutter in 
her stomach. Disapproval had been evident in his eyes as he 
gazed down at her clothes. He would never understand her 
motivation for dressing as she did. Her attire was necessary 
so the men on the board would take her seriously. She didn't 
want them to think she was trying to use her feminine wiles 
to get votes. She was planning a major proposal, and until it 
got passed, she would do what she had to do. 

Riding the elevator down to the garage, she pushed the 
events of the hour out of her head. She would think about 
what happened in her office between her and Stephan later ... 
much later. 


* KOK X* 
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Stephan and Tyler strolled into Club Sizzle at twelve-thirty 
and noticed the place was in full swing. Some of the patrons 
bumped and grinded on the dance floor while others clamored 
around the bar trying to get drinks. The place was so crowded 
it appeared as if everyone in town was there. He saw people 
he hadn't seen since he left for Spain after college and ones 
he preferred not to have seen. 

Nicole was one in particular. Especially after the spectacle 
she put on at the church with Chantal. 

"Watch out, Stephan. We have Nicole coming in at one 
o'clock," Tyler warned. 

Glancing down a row of tables, he looked for an escape 
route. It was too late for him to try to avoid her. She caught 
up with them before they could reach the bar. 

"Hi, Tyler. How's the PR work going?" She sauntered over 
to them weaving her way through the throng. 

"Hi, Nicole, it's great. How's the shopping?" 

Stephan knew his friend meant for his comment to be 
offensive, but he watched the smile stretch across Nicole's 
face as if her frivolous life was something to be proud of. All 
she did was spend her family's money with no personal 
aspirations outside of thoughtlessly using her parents’ wealth, 
until she could find some rich man to take over their burden. 
Stephan had discovered a long time ago that he was not the 
one. 

"Oh, fabulous, can't you tell?" Taking a couple of steps 
back, she did a catwalk turn allowing them a full look at her 
outfit. Her ensemble consisted of a sleeveless, bare mid-drift 
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top and a tight fitting, blue satin mini skirt with a slit on each 
side. The tight clothes revealed every asset she had been 
blessed with. 

"You look smashing," Tyler commented with minimal 
interest, looking past Nicole. He inclined his head to Stephan 
indicating a girl on the dance floor with a short bob dancing 
alone. 

Winking at him, Tyler sauntered over to the other girl, 
leaving him stranded with Nicole. Stephan shook his head as 
he watched his friend walk away. Normally, Tyler could not 
resist the excitement of watching him attempt to avert Nicole, 
but Tyler was also a sucker for a short stacked girl. Tonight 
the girl had won out. 

Not commenting on Nicole's clothes, he glanced around the 
club trying to ignore her. 

But, Nicole needed no outside encouragement. She had 
enough internally. Instead of her conscience being her guide, 
it was more like a pep squad. Whatever move she made or 
wanted to make it seemed to cheer her on. 

"Well, Stephan, it's so good to see you. I knew you 
wouldn't get married without going out with a bang. You just 
can't stay away." 

Glancing at her with a frown, Stephan noticed her 
migration toward him and took a step back feeling the edge 
of the bar against his back. Too late he realized his mistake. 

Nicole moved in slowly like a lioness about to pounce on 
her prey, stalking him. 
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"Actually, I didn't know you were going to be here." He 
was trying to keep her talking in hopes of Tyler's rescuing 
return. 

When he looked over toward Tyler, he saw his friend was 
mesmerized watching the girl with the bob gyrate her hips to 
the beat of the music, and confirmed that route of escape was 
hopeless. 

"Now, Stephan darling, you know since this club opened 
almost a year ago, it's become the spot where everybody who 
is anybody comes." Nicole took another step closer. 

What Nicole really wanted to say was that Club Sizzle gave 
her opportunity to scope out all of the rich men with money. 

"Then why aren't you mingling and meeting new people 
instead of hanging around with an old soon to be married 
friend like me." His attempt to keep Nicole at bay wasn't 
working and short of being rude, he didn't see a way out. 

Nicole moved closer and pressed herself against him, 
skillfully using the satin material of her top to slide her ample 
bosom back and forth across his chest. 

"Baby, aren't you going to ask me to dance?" Nicole 
punctuated her question with the pout of her lips. 

No. Hell, no. He didn't want to dance with Nicole, or even 
be in her presence, but he knew if he didn't dance with her 
she would continue to play her seductress role. Therefore, he 
agreed just to give himself some space. "Okay, Nicole, I'll 
dance with you, if you insist." 

"Good, because there's nothing I'd like better than to be in 
your arms all night long." 
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"I'm only going to dance one song with you, Nicole." 
Shoving away from the bar, he sidestepped around her. 

"Two dances, Stephan." She linked her arm through his. 
Proceeding to drag him toward the dance floor, her cue she 
wasn't taking no for an answer. 

Fine, what could be the harm? Tomorrow he was getting 
married to a woman who didn't want him. Pushing thoughts 
of Chantal out of his mind, he decided he was going to have 
fun tonight and commiserate his last night of bachelorhood. 

Once on the dance floor Stephan had no problem staying 
away from Nicole. With the strobe lights flashing and the beat 
pumping it made every move he made to stay away from 
Nicole look like a dance step. 

Stephan felt luck was finally on his side tonight. For the 
most part Nicole was behaving. The first song was ending, 
and he just had one more to go. 

His luck changed. 

At that moment, the first two notes of a slow song started, 
Nicole immediately stepped in and snaked her arms around 
his neck. She pressed her body into his as close as possible, 
leaving no place for decency. 

Stephan sighed and placed both of his hands on Nicole's 
hips. To anyone observing them, it gave the impression 
Stephan was using his hands to guide Nicole's hips to the 
rhythm of his. But, Stephan's aim was different. His objective 
was to keep Nicole from grinding herself against him. 

Nicole pouted. "Stephan, don't you remember how hot we 
were? When you and I were between the sheets, we set 
things on fire." 
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"Nicole, a man needs more than just sex." 

"Awesome sex and I never heard you complain." Nicole slid 
her hands across the hair at the nape of his neck. "Besides, 
don't you want something to think about when you're 
consummating your marriage to that boring career woman?" 

Nicole hit the mark on his first impression of Chantal, but 
memories of how responsive she had been just a few hours 
ago when they were on the couch in her office, reminded him 
he knew differently. He also recalled how quickly she turned it 
off. 

As aroused and upset as he had been when he left 
Chantal's office rejected yet again, he still wouldn't turn to 
Nicole for relief. 

The marriage may not be what he wanted, but he wouldn't 
disrespect Chantal. Nor did he want Chantal's name in 
Nicole's mouth; it seemed dishonorable. 

Stephan let go of Nicole's hips and reached his hands up to 
where hers were stroking his neck. They had traveled down 
this road before. It had been a bad idea to dance with her in 
the first place. He wasn't looking forward to her causing a 
scene. 

Nicole took that opportunity to move her hips in closer to 
his. She rubbed herself suggestively against the fly of his 
pants. 

"Nicole, stop—" he barked, tugging hard in order to 
remove Nicole's hands from around his neck. 

Propping her fist on her hips, she declared, "Stephan, don't 
you know you're being envied by every man in this room?" 
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It was true. He didn't have to look around to know every 
male in the room wanted to be in his shoes. If it was up to 
him, any man in there that wore a size thirteen, could have 
them. 

Without responding, he promptly exited the dance floor. 

Stephan walked over to the bar and ordered a glass of 
Hennessey straight up. 

When he turned back around, he noticed Nicole was not 
lacking for male companionship. Trent Kilburn, one of the 
guys Tyler played football with in college, appeared to be 
more than happy to take Stephan's place. He just hoped the 
guy would keep her occupied for the rest of the night. If he 
knew Nicole, it would be beyond that. 

Stephan scanned the floor again. Tyler was still dancing 
with the same girl. 

His friend was substantially taller than she was, standing 
an even six-two like Stephan, but that was where the 
similarity ended. Tyler kept his head shaved completely bald. 
He'd sported a goatee since he started growing hair on his 
face. Where Stephan was lean, Tyler was muscular. All 
muscle was more like it. Tyler worked out at the gym five 
days a week, and he looked like a tall version of The 
Incredible Hulk. 

Stephan knew Tyler probably already had the girl's name 
and number. Women couldn't keep themselves from falling 
for all those muscles. 

Not that he himself ever had any trouble with women after 
him. 
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The things he and Tyler both had in common were their 
love of dancing and women. 

As Stephan continued to glance around, he noticed a tall 
girl standing at the other end of the bar. She was thin with 
thick spiral curls hanging over her shoulders. 

She must have felt him staring at her because she looked 
up. 

A deep part of him hoped she wore thick glasses over 
hazel eyes with gold specks. 

But, she didn't. 

As much as he tried to block out Chantal, he just couldn't. 
Since he learned they were to marry by the end of the month, 
everything began to remind him of her. He thought about 
how awkward she had been on her prom night. His mind went 
back to them in her office again, and awkward was never the 
word he would use to describe her again. 

Workaholic was more like it. 

Mentally, he shook himself. Here, beautiful women 
surrounded him, and it was his last night as a bachelor. He'd 
be damned if he was going to spend it thinking about a 
woman who would rather be in her company's spreadsheets 
then between his. 

Stephan made his way down to the end of the bar where 
the woman still hadn't taken her eyes off him. 

"Hi, I'm Stephan. What's your name?" 

"Tina." Her pale, plum painted lips wore a soft, pleasing 
smile. 

The flirtation evident in her brown eyes let him know that 
she was interested in him. 
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"Well, Tina do you mind if I buy you another drink?" He 
gestured down at her empty glass. 

"IT wouldn't mind at all. Strawberry white wine, please." 

Stephan signaled to the bartender to pour her another 
drink. They made small talk over their drinks then decided to 


try their skills on the dance floor. 
*K KK X* 


Stephan checked his watch as he and Tyler took a cab 
away from the club at two-thirty. If tomorrow wasn't going to 
be his wedding day, he and Tyler would have stayed until 
closing at four in the morning. 

"Pascha ... how does that sound for a name?" Tyler 
questioned, unknowingly disturbing Stephan's thoughts. 

"Depends on who you're trying to name," Stephan 
commented. 

"The short and saucy girl with the bob." He snapped open 
a piece of paper in his hand. "Her phone number. I told 
Pascha I would call her tomorrow night." 

"Hmm," Stephan mumbled. He wasn't trying to think about 
what was going to happen tomorrow. 

"Hey, man, I caught a glimpse of Nicole with Trent. 
Wonder how long that will last." 

"It all depends on how much money he's rolling in. Or how 
much his family has set up in his trust fund." 

"Yeah, for Nicole it's all about dollars," Tyler said. 

"What's Trent up to now days?" Stephan leaned his head 
back on the vinyl seat. 

"I don't know man. I haven't seen him since school." 
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Stephan rolled his head toward the window and watched 
the passing view. "I remember you telling me he was quite a 
jerk." 

"Yeah, the year I made captain over him he wasn't too 
happy about it." Tyler shook his head. "Everyday during that 
season, I came into the locker room to find something else 
wrong with my uniform. All just minor stuff, but annoying just 
the same, back then he could be rather vindictive." 

"I never did find out who busted my car window out the 
night of our senior homecoming game." Stephan looked back 
at Tyler. 

"It probably was him. You know he was pretty pissed off 
when he found out you slept with his girlfriend," Tyler said, 
with mock disappointment. 

"Jamie St. Pierre was bangin’ everyone," Stephan said 
defensively. 

"Yeah, but none of us other guys made her break up with 
Trent. Nope, Don Juan himself had to make the girl lose her 
mind." His friend sighed. "Heard she hasn't been the same 
since." 

"You want to walk home don't you?" Stephan threatened. 

"Now you're putting people out of taxis," Tyler continued 
to ramble on. "Be thankful for my company, because if we 
didn't have your wedding tomorrow, Steph, you'd been 
leaving the club by yourself anyway." 

"If it wasn't my wedding tomorrow, I'd have been leaving 
with someone besides you." The sly smile Stephan 
punctuated his statement with caused both of them to laugh. 
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Eight 


The next morning Chantal awoke with a sound banging 
between her ears. No matter how many pillows she placed on 
top of her head, the thumping persisted. Next thing she 
knew, someone snatched her blanket from her body. 

"What is going on here? Can't I get some sleep?" Shooting 
upright in her bed, Chantal shouted feeling annoyed then 
wished she hadn't. Quickly, she placed her hands over her 
ears to drown out the loud noise of her own voice. 

"Wake up, sleepy head. It's your wedding day," her friend 
called out to her in a singsong voice. 

Liza's voice was too bright and cheerful for Chantal to take 
right now. 

"Please just go away and let me die in peace." She landed 
in the heap of pillows. 

"You aren't going to die, just because you have a little 
hangover." Liza opened the draperies to all of Chantal's 
windows. "All you need is some sunshine and something in 
your stomach." 

"Just the thought of food is making my stomach sick." She 
dragged herself to a seated position on the edge of the bed 
still holding her head in her hands. The world refused to right 
itself. She feared what would happen when she stood up. 
"How did I get like this?" 

"IT believe that it happened somewhere between the two 
glasses of wine at dinner and the three shots at the club and 
the Long Island Iced Tea at the strip club." 

139 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


"Oh, my God, Liz, how could you let me drink that much?" 
She pierced her friend with an accusing look. "You know after 
a glass of champagne my head starts to swim and I get 
giddy." 

"Chan, I didn't let you do anything." Liza placed her hands 
on her hips returning her gaze. "Girl, it was no stopping you. 
You were on a personal mission to get wasted." 

Chantal got up from the bed and weaved into the 
bathroom to shower. 

"Did I ... do anything I should know about?" Chantal called 
out over the running water. 

"Not unless you count stripping on the stage with one of 
the gorgeous dancers as anything." Her friend's voice reached 
her in the bathroom. 

She groaned, hoping she'd misunderstood then ducked her 
head under the stream of water. 

When she finally exited the bathroom, she felt fifty percent 
better. The world had righted itself, but her stomach was still 
queasy. "Liz, did you say I was stripping on the dance floor at 
some club?" 

"Strip club. Midnight Madness in D.C. to be exact." 

Chantal sat down at her vanity. Since she was on her way 
to the hairdresser, there was no need to style it, so she 
brushed the wet strands into a ponytail. "I remember dinner 
and a club right?" 

Liza plopped down on her bed. "Yup, Club Sizzle. I heard 
people saying how that club has been jumping ever since it 
opened. Whoever the guy is that opened it sure knows his 
stuff. We left around midnight." 
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"I vaguely remember being in a club, but I don't remember 
stripping," Chantal said as she grabbed a pair of jeans anda 
T-shirt from the drawer. 

"That happened at Midnight Madness." Her friend 
shrugged. "Okay, so you weren't stripping completely." 

"Well, what was I doing, completely?" Chantal finished 
getting dressed and went in search of her shoes in the closet. 

"You just took off your jacket and started to swing it over 
your head while you danced. People started cheering you on, 
so you kicked off your shoes. Then..." Liza let the suspense 
build. 

By this time, Chantal had on her shoes and was standing 
with her eyes as big as the lenses of her glasses. "Then 
what?" 

"It's that bun, Chantal. It just drives men wild. Especially, 
sexy oily men. It makes them want to take you home and 
unwind you." She leaned back against the bed on her elbow. 
"They want to know if that cool appearance is just a put on 
and you're really a wild one if they get you behind closed 
doors." Liza began to make tiger sounds. 

"If you don't tell me what else I did, Liz, I won't be 
responsible for my actions." When Liza continued growling at 
her, Chantal grabbed a pillow off her bed and threatened her 
friend with it. "Then what?" 

Leaping up from the bed, Liza assumed a stance in front of 
her as if she knew karate. "Then we dragged you off the 
stage and left before the manager kicked us out," Liza 
informed her, then did her best imitation of karate chopping 
the pillow with added sound effect. 
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"That's it? You had me thinking you all brought me home 
butt naked." Relief showered down on her like ice-cold water. 
Chantal threw the pillow back on the bed and headed toward 
the door. 

Following behind her, Liza scolded. "You know, Chantal, it 
could have been worse if we hadn't stopped you. Midnight 
Madness is just not that kind of establishment." 

Yanking her bedroom door open, Chantal glanced over her 
shoulder. "Let's go, Liza, before I feel the need to strip off my 
T-shirt and strangle you with it." 

"Fine! Some people just become so touchy on their 
wedding day." Liza flounced out of the room through the open 
door before her. 

The rest of the morning continued in the same fashion. 
Chantal was glad Liza was around, so she wouldn't have to 
think about what the wedding truly stood for. 

Nothing. 


* KK X* 


By the time Stephan, Tyler, and the groomsmen arrived at 
the church, it was already full. People packed the church pews 
as if it were the event of the year. The society pages had run 
numerous stories about the two of them and their business 
for the past week. Reporting how perfect the match was. It 
seemed to him that people were acting as if they expected 
this to happen. He had mixed feelings about it all. 

Staring out of the window in Father Murray's office, he 
pondered the fact that he was about to enter into a marriage, 
in name only. He'd be in Spain, and Chantal would be here 
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with her business. The choice to stay wasn't an option. There 
was no way he'd compete with Montgomery Hotels for her 
attention; relationships like that never worked. 

After last night, he realized he couldn't be in the same 
room, house, or city without yearning to touch her. The best 
thing he could do was to steer clear of her totally, and the 
only way he could do that was to go back to Spain. He 
planned to leave tomorrow. 

"Well, man, this is it." Tyler entered the office. 

Stephan heard the click of the door closing behind his 
friend. 

"Yeah, this is it," he mumbled deep in thought, unseeing 
the trees and grass field behind the church. 

Tyler walked up beside him. "What's on your mind, man?" 

"Nothing major." Turning his head, he looked at his friend. 
He'd never tap danced around an issue before, and he wasn't 
going to start now. "Actually, I just was thinking how nice it 
would be if this wedding was real." 

"What are you talking about, Stephan?" Tyler's brow 
furrowed. "When Father Murray say's 'I now pronounce you 
man and wife’ it will definitely be the real thing." 

Stepping away from the window, he said, "Not that kind of 
real. Real as in I loved her and she loved me." Sitting down 
on the edge of the Father's desk, he stared down at his 
shoes. "I mean over the last couple of years I've been 
thinking about what it would be like to have someone to come 
home to. I wanted kids in the next few years." He met Tyler's 
gaze. "Do you know how lonely my life has been living out of 
a hotel in Spain?" 
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"No, man, I don't. You never said anything." He clapped 
him on the back. "Don't worry, we're getting old, but we're 
not that old yet. Reproduction is still firmly within our grasp. 
I'm sure Chantal wants children too." 

Shrugging, Stephan rose. "I don't think so, Ty. That 
company is her baby." 

"T think you need to talk to Chantal about this. You could 
be wrong about her." 

Stephan shook his head more to himself than Tyler. He 
wasn't wrong about Chantal. Tyler didn't know her drive she 
had for her company. But, he knew and he also knew he was 
beginning to have strong feelings for her. 

"IT tried, but she kept saying how she was going to give 
everything to this company. If she gives everything, what 
does that mean for me, especially for a baby?" He went back 
to the window. "No, that's all right, Tyler. I'll be in Spain. 
She'll be here. That will be best." 

Approaching him, Tyler gripped his arm and turned 
Stephan to face him, saying, "Steph, I think you're going 
about this all—" 

Father Murray entered, cutting off Tyler's words as he said, 
"Good afternoon, gentlemen. Are you ready, Stephan?" 

Moving away from his best friend, he responded, "As I'll 


ever be." 
*K K KK 


All of the bridesmaids and her aunt had filed out of the 
room to get in place for the procession. Chantal stood in front 
of the full-length mirror alone. The silence in the room made 

144 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


it hard for her to avoid the thoughts that plagued her. Last 
night in her office she knew she was falling in love with 
Stephan. She was falling hard for him, not the infatuation she 
had been feeling all through the years for a dream man. No, 
here the real Stephan was a living, breathing, hot-blooded 
male whose kisses made her lose her mind, her toes curl, and 
her thighs sweat all at the same time. If the phone hadn't 
rung, she wouldn't have stopped what was happening on her 
couch. It had been a reality check. 

That's why she had truthfully made the conscious decision 
to get drunk last night. In her office, Stephan may have 
kissed her out of curiosity, but she'd been the one to pull him 
down on top of her and press herself against him, with a need 
she'd never known before. Each time she was around him, 
her desire became more intense than the last. 

She wasn't foolish enough to believe Stephan desired her 
or found her attractive. He said so himself the night of the 
party. He probably laughed the whole way home when he 
realized how she'd responded to his touch. To him, she was 
just someone to play with until he got back to Spain. 

The sad thing wasn't his decision to use her as a 
temporary plaything, but her willingness to let him. She 
would just have to get through tonight without throwing 
herself at him, and he would be gone tomorrow. 

The first strings of her song began cuing her to leave the 
room. Standing behind the closed door to the sanctuary, she 
waited for the ushers to open the doors for her entrance. 
Stephan's mother asked her if she wanted someone to walk 
her down the aisle, but she declined. Knowing in her heart 
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and spirit, her dad would be right there with her. This was his 
wish she was fulfilling. 

When the double doors swung open, she paused before 
moving, awaiting the next cue for her to begin her glide 
toward Stephan. 

Glancing up the long aisle, she looked at Stephan standing 
at the altar. Handsome in his white tuxedo and tails, her gaze 
locked with his as she started her stroll across the white 
orchid petals. Stephan, the man she would make a vow to 


love forever, but he would never love her. 
* KK XK 


Stephan watched Chantal as she strolled toward him in 
time with the music. She looked breathtaking to him. Her hair 
was full of curls like the night of the prom. He couldn't see 
her face through the veil she wore, but he hoped her stylist 
left a few loose around her face. The sparkle and small 
rainbows along her dress, reflecting the church lights, let him 
know her fitted bodice was diamond encrusted. As she 
approached him, he noticed the simple white tips of her 
fingernails as she clutched the small full bouquet. 

As she stopped in front of him, he heard Father Murray ask 
who gave her away. Her Aunt Marilyn stood up in her ridged 
way and said, "I do, along with her father and mother who 
are deceased." 

That had been Chantal's suggestion because she wanted 
her parents involved in every aspect of the wedding as if they 
were there. He thought it was appropriate since it was her 
father's idea anyway. 
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Taking the remaining steps to reach her, Stephan took 
Chantal's hand as Father Murray began the ceremony. After a 
few speeches about love, as well as, what God had meant for 
it in the Bible about how a man was to love his wife and leave 
his mother and father, Father Murray instructed them to turn 
toward each other and hold hands. 

He noticed the trembling of Chantal's hands when he 
grasped them after she passed Liza her flowers. In his 
peripheral vision, he took note of the rapid rise and slow fall 
of her chest to calm herself, he assumed. He smiled at 
Chantal, hoping to reassure her, of what he didn't know. The 
two of them would make it through the wedding was all he 
could promise because the future would remain to be seen. 
Needing to steady himself, he took a breath. 

Father Murray's voice returned him to the proceeding, as 
the minister gave them a few broken sentences and 
instructed him and Chantal to repeat them, one at a time. 

Stephan recited his vows to Chantal then turned to Tyler 
for the rings. 

Over the month, he'd worked long hours in his 
grandfather's workshop to design and craft the rings just 
right. He didn't know why he put so much effort of his own 
into it, instead of letting one of the company's gemologists 
craft it after he finally completed the design. Nevertheless, he 
knew the answer. It was something he had to do for himself. 
It was his gift to his wife. 

Facing toward his bride, he took her left hand into his and 
slid the set of rings on her third finger while saying, "With this 
ring, I thee wed." 

147 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


* OK OK OX 


Gazing into Stephan's eyes as he said his vows, Chantal 
didn't notice the additional ring until she looked down at her 
hand. 

Due to the unexpected and rushed engagement, Stephan 
hadn't given her an engagement ring nor had she anticipated 
getting one under the circumstances they were marrying. 
Glancing down at her hand, she realized Stephan slid two 
rings in place, the band and a beautiful engagement ring. The 
ring was an emerald surrounded by diamond baguettes. 
Together they made the shape of an eye. 

The intricate design on the side of the ring matched the 
gold wedding band. 

Her watery vision let her know instantly she was crying. 
Looking into his eyes, she furrowed her brows with question. 
Why? 

"You should always wear emeralds, to bring out the color 
in your eyes," he responded. 

"Thank you," she squeezed the words past her tight throat. 

"You're welcome." He brushed a tear off her cheek with his 
thumb. 

Tyler passed her the ring for Stephan. It held the same 
design as her two rings. 

There was no doubt in her heart that Stephan had 
designed the rings, and it touched her to know the care he 
took in them for their wedding as if it were going to be a real/ 
marriage. 
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Taking his strong hand in hers, she placed the ring on his 
finger. "With this ring. I thee wed." 

Father Murray directed them over to the kneeling bench 
for the prayer and blessing over them and the command to 
the guests to help guide them through their marriage. Rising, 
they lit the unity candle and returned to their original places 
between the row of groomsmen and bridesmaids. 

"IT now pronounce you, man and wife," Father Murray's 
voice announced loudly. "You may now kiss your bride." 

Given the permission to kiss her, Stephan lifted her veil. 
Gazing at her, he took a moment and stroked the curls 
hanging around her face. Sliding his hands along her bare 
shoulders, he drew her toward his chest, placing his lips 
against her briefly. 

The short kiss left Chantal shaking and her lips tingling 
from the contact. Stephan's eyes darkened conspicuously. 

"I present to you Mr. and Mrs. Stephan Lexington." Father 
Murray presented them to the guests. 

Linking her arm through his, Stephan started the recession 
out the church. 

In the limousine that would take them to her house, 
Chantal turned to Stephan. "The ring is beautiful. Was it one 
of your store's designs?" 

"No, Chantal, it was a design I made specifically for 
today." He took hold of her hand and stroked his thumb 
across the back. "For you." 

The knowledge that her thought was confirmed and 
Stephan's touch caused heat to pool in her abdomen. "It's 
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beautiful," she whispered. "I don't know how I can say thank 
you." 

"Just by seeing how happy it made you is enough. 
Honestly, Chantal I wanted you to see what I see when I look 
into your eyes." Lifting her hand, he placed small kisses along 
the back of her hand. 

Chantal's heart leaped against her chest and began to 
speed up as goose bumps rushed up her arm from the point 
where his lips pressed against her skin. When his dark ebony 
gaze met her own, she heard the blood rush in her ears. 

She didn't know which one of them leaned in first nor did 
she care. The only thing that mattered to her was Stephan's 
lips on hers. Giving herself completely to the oral play, she 
slid her hands up his broad shoulders and palmed the back of 
his head. 

When his tongue slipped into her mouth, her toes curled at 
the firm slick contact along hers. Stephan was an incredible 
kisser. Moaning into his mouth as he wrapped his arms 
around her waist and pulled her against his chest, her mind 
became muddled. The only thing she could think about was 
crawling into his lap and feeling his body all around her 
overtaking her senses. 

By the time the limousine pulled up in front of the 
Montgomery estate, Chantal was more shaken than she had 
been at the altar. Stephan always amazed her, showing her 
the art of kissing and how her body could experience so many 
different things and stimulate her on a higher level every 
time. 
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They slowly pulled apart moments before the limousine 
driver opened the door. With unsteady legs, she was thankful 
for Stephan's assistance as she stepped out of the car and 
traveled through the house to the backyard. 

The reception was perfect. She couldn't remember being 
happier. There wasn't a moment through the whole evening 
Stephan wasn't by her side. Every time he looked at her or 
casually touched her, her body ignited with desire. 

Tyler deposited a chair in the center of the dance floor. 
"It's time to remove the garter." 

With a crooked finger, Stephan beckoned her to the chair. 
Smiling at him, she crossed the yard and settled herself in the 
seat. How high did I place that garter Liza gave me? 

Her blood pressure began to elevate as he dropped to his 
knees before her without him even touching her. She was 
glad she was sitting when he kneeled in front of her; 
otherwise she would've fainted. 

Nervous at the prospect of what Stephan might do, she 
balled her trembling hands together in her lap. She'd only 
seen this exhibition done a few times at weddings, and each 
time it always appeared to be a teasing situation where the 
bride should have been embarrassed but amazingly wasn't. 

Stephan placed his hands on her knees covered by her 
gown. Holding her eye contact, he lowered his hands until he 
reached her ankles below her dress. 

He must have felt her trembling as he stroked her nylon 
shielded skin because he leaned toward her and spoke softly 
his lips brushing the shell of her ear, "Trust me." 
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Soothing was the best word she could use to describe his 
voice and what it did to her nerves. 

Not waiting for a response, Stephan's hands traveled up 
one stocking encased leg. Slowly his fingers danced past her 
knee then stopped to stroke her thigh below the garter. She 
had a hard time keeping the fantasy at bay as she felt his 
hand caress her. The longer he stayed there, the more 
labored her breath became. 

Giving her a wicked smile and a wink, Stephan removed 
the garter in one smooth motion then stood and waved it 
over his head to the cheering crowd, the male guests. 

Bewitched and bewildered, Chantal was thankful when he 
stepped away because she was finding it hard to keep herself 
from wiggling in her seat. Stephan's close proximity and 
intimate contact did nothing but ignite flames he'd started in 


the limo. 
*K K KK 


The excitement Liza held when she caught the bouquet 
turned to dread when she saw Tyler caught the garter. The 
band wasted no time in starting up the music for the winner's 
dance. 

When Tyler headed in her direction, she wanted to run and 
hide. 

"Don't even think about it." Tyler grabbed her arm and 
escorted her onto the dance floor. 

"And what pray-tell was I thinking?" She stiffly placed her 
arms around his shoulders as Brian McKnight began the first 
lyrics of "Find Myself in You." 
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"You were thinking about trying to find a way out of 
dancing with me." He lifted an eyebrow at her and gave her a 
direct gaze daring her to deny it. 

Pasting a fake smile on her face, she returned his stare. 
"Now, why would I want to do a thing like that?" 

"I have some theories, but why don't you tell me. It seems 
you've disliked me ever since the day of the engagement 
party. So what is it you don't like about me, Liza?" 

What she didn't like about him was fuzzy at the moment. 
However, what she did like was the sound of her name 
coming from his lips too much. Up until now, she stayed clear 
of him. "It really has nothing to do with you, personally." 
Taking a deep breath, she attempted to settle the butterflies 
fluttering in her stomach. 

"Then what does it have to do with?" He glided her around 
the dance floor with sure and confident steps. 

Glancing around at the faces of the elite guests 
surrounding the dance area, she felt nervous and out of 
place. This wasn't her world. "You're asking a lot of personal 
questions." 

"I haven't started to get personal, yet," his voice rumbled 
as he smiled. 

She liked his smile. His lips appeared relaxed and full at 
the same time. He'd never hear her admit it, but she found it 
and him sexy. Very Sexy. She gave herself a mental shake. 
Liza, get it together. You can't be attracted to this kind of 
man. Not your world, girl. 

Refocusing on their conversation, she lifted her gaze to his 
eyes. "Well, do me a favor and don't start." 
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His thumb stroked across her satin maid of honor dress 
along her spine. "Are you always this cold and stiff? Why 
don't you give me a chance? You just may like me." 

Liza didn't need a chance to like him. She'd been doing her 
best to keep her mind off him. Every time something for the 
wedding dictated her presence by him, she prayed she could 
make it through. She yearned to kiss him and see if he could 
deliver what his lips promised. Her fingers itched to rub his 
bald head and test its smoothness. 

"Look, Tyler, I don't mean to be rude. It's just you're not 
my type, and I'm sure I'm not yours." 

Amazingly, he executed two turns and frowned at the 
same time. "So tell me, what do you think my type is?" 

This was not what she wanted to do. She just wanted to 
get the dance over with and get the hell out of his arms, 
before she made a fool of herself. It was taking everything 
within her to keep her body stiff and away from his. But, to 
keep her mind occupied she played along. 

"Your type..." Liza pretended to give it a lot of thought. "I 
bet, like most guys, you like your women tall and built like a 
model. With long flowing hair." 

Pulling her body against his, Liza felt the heat of his skin 
through their clothing. 

"You're not very good at this. You're way off base." 

"Then what is your type?" Liza realized too late the danger 
of the question, but curiosity got the best of her. 

She didn't miss the lowering of his eyes as he stared at her 
lips or the darkening of his gaze as he returned it to hers. 
This man wanted her. 
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Her heart leaped with the knowledge. 

His gaze never wavered. "What would you say if I told you 
my type of woman was short, well built with the sexiest mole 
I'd ever seen, on the corner of her mouth." 

"IT would say I'm not a play thing." She pressed her hand 
firm against his shoulder attempting to make some space 
between their frames. 

"You would be in the right playground if you were." Tyler's 
arm tightened around her waist, forbidding the movement. 

Feeling his commanding strength was just adding to the 
weakening of her knees. By the time the dance had ended, 
she would have to crawl off the dance floor. 

There was no doubt in her mind that Tyler could deliver all 
he promised. The man smelled good, looked good ... and 
would probably feel real good inside her walls. Shit. A tickling 
sensation happened around her clit. She was positive she was 
creaming her panties at that very moment. She needed to get 
away from him and fast. 

Even with her body ridged against his, she could feel the 
muscles rippling underneath his tuxedo. Her mouth watered 
with wanting to see and lick every inch of his chest. She 
didn't even want to ponder how his strong hands moving on 
her back were making her feel. 

At that moment the song ended. 

It was time to see the bride and groom off. 

"It was nice dancing with you," she lied. It wasn't nice; it 
was torture. Sexually stimulating torture. 

"I would like to take you out and get to know you better. 
When can I see you again?" 
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"Never." As his arms slacked in shock, she took the 
opportunity to step out of the warm cocoon Tyler's arms 
made. 

"Why never?" 

"Because I live in Virginia Beach." 

No matter how much he tried to hide it, Liza could still 
read the disappointment in his eyes. 

"Can I take you out before you go, maybe breakfast?" 

Her heart felt heavy. "I'm sorry, Tyler, but I don't think it 
will work." 

"Liza, if two people want it to work, it will. I'm an adult. I 
can handle a long distance relationship and don't mind 
traveling." 

"I'm considering taking a job offer in Denver." Shaking her 
head, she braved her own conscience as she slid her hand up 
his chest, around his neck, and pulled him toward her. She 
stretched up on her tiptoes and kissed him softly on the lips 
then quickly retreated to wish Chantal farewell, refusing to 
look back. 


* KOK X* 


Chantal went to her room and grabbed her overnight bag 
she packed earlier that day. Her and Stephan's exit from the 
reception would just be a formality. They would be going to 
his parent's house, but they needed to keep up the pretense 
for the guests who didn't know the truth. She had no 
expectations of a wedding night. Stephan barely touched her 
and only when he had to. He hugged her and smiled for the 
wedding photographer, but mostly he kept his distance. 
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Gradually, she made her way down the steps of her family 
home. 

Stephan met her at the bottom of the steps, and they 
walked hand in hand through the throng of people waiting 
outside the front door. Electricity shot up her arm from the 
place he touched her. She wondered if Stephan felt the 
current. Cheers and birdseed showers rained upon them as 
they entered the limousine for the second time that day. 

On the ride to the Lexington house the interior of the 
luxury car was silent. She and Stephan looked out the 
opposite window as if they were strangers. Her mind couldn't 
help musing over how lovely the day had been. Everything 
looked and seemed perfect, and the wedding pictures would 
tell a love story for years to come. They appeared to all as 
the ideal couple. It was an act both of them played to the 
fullest. Too bad, there were too many things that stood 
between them for it to be true. Too many things they both 
refused to let go in order for the picture to be complete. She 
wanted Stephan with all her heart, but her company needed 
her as well. She was torn between the two emotions—passion 
or duty. Her heart yelled for her to go after the passion, but 
taking a moment to glance over at Stephan's chiseled 
features, she didn't even know if that was an option. The 
night in the gazebo still haunted her. Stephan thought she 
was cold and unfeeling, but if he knew how her body throbbed 
around him, he'd know he was wrong. 

When Duncan, the Lexington butler, opened the door, 
Stephan fulfilled his husbandly obligation and lifted her, 
carrying her over the threshold. She thought he would have 
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wasted no time in setting her down once they stepped inside 
the house, but instead he continued up the stairs to the west 
wing of the house, where his room was located. His arms 
were so strong, making her feel safe and secure. Something 
she hadn't experienced in a long time since her parents died. 
Wrapping her arms around his neck she snuggled against 
him. For a brief moment he stared down at her, his hazelnut 
gaze intense. Still he remained silent. 

He entered the room and placed her on her feet in the 
middle. The electricity traveling between them was powerful; 
she became breathless. The room began to feel as if someone 
had turned the heat on, but the blowing of the air 
conditioning unit denied that fact. Licking her lips she kept 
her arms on his shoulders, waiting to find out his next move. 
Kiss me, Stephan. 

Stephan stood close to her, looking as if he stood on a cliff 
and awaited the command to jump. She realized that if this 
was going to happen, she would have to make the first move. 

She slid her hands up his shoulders and wrapped her arms 
around his neck, pressing her body into him and brought her 
lips against his. His lips were firm, unmoving at first, but she 
refused to give up. Kissing him with all the passion that had 
been building inside of her for weeks, she slid her tongue over 
the seam of his lips beckoning him to open for her. She felt 
like the captain of their passion, but she was willing to steer 
them to love's dock if she had to. 

Thankfully, Stephan gave in with a groan, needing no 
more encouragement. The kiss continued without pause; he 
slipped his tongue into her mouth and feasted. She felt his 
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hand slide from her waist and cup her ass. He squeezed and 
palmed it, pressing her body tighter to his. His hold was 
forceful, but he wouldn't hear any complaints from her. She 
was exactly where she wanted to be. 

They mated orally, and she gave as good as she got. Their 
tongues danced back and forth between their lips. Unable to 
remain still, their hands couldn't find enough places to touch. 
Stephan broke the frenzy of kisses and tasted the skin of her 
shoulder with hot open mouth kisses. That brought with it a 
new set of sensations, which pushed her over the edge 
making her desire more. Her thighs began to tingle, and 
wetness saturated her panties. 

"Make love to me, Stephan." She couldn't help the begging 
sound that her voice carried, nor did she care. 

Stephan stopped and took a step back. She felt their 
bodies separate and the current snap. 

He stared at her, panting, but he didn't move closer. "I'm 
sorry, Chantal. I can't do this. It's just not the right time." 

She was confused by the sudden distance. What in the 
hell? Not the right time. It felt right. It was right. The 
throbbing in her pussy told her there was no time more right 
than now. 

It took everything within her not to plead with him to put 
out the fire he'd started within her. "I understand." But, she 
didn't. Even though Stephan had made no bones about telling 
her that their marriage was in name only, after what they 
experienced together now and every time they touched, she 
would have assumed this would have changed his mind. Why 
did this man have to be so damn blind? 
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To calm herself, she turned away from him and walked 
over to the window. She needed to get her mind right. 
Tomorrow Stephan was leaving for Spain, with no definite 
return date, and the last thing she needed was to be sitting 
here in a state of need. She was strong. She could survive 


this. Can I? 
*K KK *K 


Stephan watched Chantal walk over to the window. He 
knew he'd hurt her, but it was something he couldn't avoid. 
She had too many dreams where her business was concerned 
and none for them. He wasn't willing to put his heart on the 
line and compete for her affection at this time. But damn he 
wanted her. He couldn't deny that fact with his dick hard and 
roaring to be let loose. It had taken every ounce of his 
strength not to give in. His heart told him he was a fool. The 
best thing for him to do was leave. If he continued to stand in 
the room with her, there was no doubt he would be inside of 
her in minutes. Even now his hands shook with need. 

Turning to leave, he noticed the row of buttons located 
down the center of Chantal's back. She'd been given 
assistance when she got into that dress. He sighed. eHeHe 
was supposed to be the one to help her get out. A bead of 
sweat rolled down his back, chased by a frisson of heat that 
seated itself in his abdomen. Can I do this? Can I risk 
touching her again? Tomorrow he would be gone. Somewhere 
in the back of his mind his conscience was trying to tell him 
that it wasn't right to take something that truly didn't belong 
to him in the real sense of the word. Yes, he and Chantal 
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were married, in name only. He'd been the one to set that 
dumb ass rule, and right now as he approached her, he 
couldn't for the freedom of his soul remember why. 

Two steps away from her, he paused wondering if he 
should send Brenda, the maid, to help her. He took a deep 
breath to steady himself, and the smell of her soft sweet 
fragrance captured him. There was no way he could 
embarrass her like that. Once he was gone, she would still 
live in the house, because she was his "wife". It was her 
place. 

Closing the gap, he slowly began undoing each of the tiny 
satin covered buttons down her back. After he was done, he 
watched as her arm came up to hold her bodice in place. The 
dress gaped open in the back, proof that if she let go, it 
would most likely pool at her feet. His gaze took note of her 
caramel smooth skin of her back now revealed to him. She 
was bare without the dress. Evidently, the snug fit of her 
gown had held her breasts secure. His mouth watered with 
the thought of her pert full breasts. Stifling a groan, he could 
no longer resist touching her. Sliding his fingers down her 
spine, not missing a vertebra, her skin felt like warm silk 
under his hand. 

She shivered. He could have missed it; small goose bumps 
appeared on her flesh. He wondered if it was from the cold or 
a display of passion. Needing to find out, he moved in closer 
and slipped his hand underneath the material of her dress 
and around her waist. 

"Chantal." Her name was like a prayer on his lips. He 
wanted her to stop him. Wanted her to tell him to go to hell. 
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Anything that would make him leave her and not come back 
before it was time for his plane to leave in the morning. 

But, she didn't stop him. Placing his lips on the side of her 
neck he tasted her as his hand rose from her ribs to her 
breasts. Testing her fullness, he palmed her as his other hand 
wrapped around her waist and pressed her back toward him. 
His hard cock could not be mistaken as he seated it against 
her ass cheeks. When he squeezed her breast and stroked 
her nipple with his thumb, she moaned and he growled. 

He couldn't take anymore. He needed to be inside of her 
before he exploded. For weeks they had planned the wedding, 
and he had been forced to be around her. Through every 
agonizing moment all he wanted to do was fuck her until she 
couldn't walk. But, he'd restrained himself, but no more. She 
was his wife, and at this moment heaven, nor hell, or flood 
was going to stop him from sealing the deal. 

Turning her abruptly in his arms, he stared into her 
chestnut colored eyes glazed over with passion. There was no 
doubt in his mind she could feel the heat that was burning 
between them. Disregarding the bed he walked her toward 
the nearest wall. He felt animalistic. There was a sexual beast 
inside of him roaring for satisfaction, and he was obliged to 
give it to him. 

Sandwiching her against the wall with his hips, he ran his 
tongue across her collarbone, loving her sweet scent and the 
honey taste of her skin. His hips ground against her sex as he 
lowered the bodice of her dress. Peeling it down, her beautiful 
breasts were revealed to him. Two firm, delectable treasures 
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were availed to him. He saw the rapid rise and fall of her 
breasts. Nerves or desire. 

Looking up into her eyes, he asked, "Do you want me, 
sweetheart?" 

"Yes," her voice was husky with lust. 

That's all the authority he needed. Leaning down he slid 
his tongue down between her breasts, then underneath the 
swell of one, loving the heft against his tongue. Traveling up, 
he circled his tongue around her erect nipple. Drawing hard 
on her stiff peak with his mouth until her hips began to writhe 
against his own attempting to seek fulfillment. She clutched 
the back of his head, keeping his mouth against her breast. 
He was more than happy to indulge her as he shifted to her 
other breast and subjected it to the same treatment. 

Fisting her gown in his hand, he pulled it up her legs, 
bunching it around her waist. As his hand journeyed up her 
thighs, he was ecstatic to discover that she wore thigh highs 
underneath. He didn't think he would have had the patience 
to fuss with a full pair of pantyhose. Flicking her nipple, he 
felt her warm thighs part to his questing hand. 

He felt the wetness of her panties. She was drenched to 
the point that the crest of her thighs had received of her slick 
juices. Self-control went out the window, gripping the seat of 
her panties he pulled. The ripping material sounded in the 
room, accompanied by Chantal's small squeal. 

Unfastening his tuxedo trousers with one hand, he kept 
the other one between her legs as he touched and stroked 
her creamy pussy. She bucked against his hand. A smile of 
satisfaction tugged at the corners of his mouth as he rained 
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light kisses along the top swells of her breasts. She was more 
than ready, for him. 

"Stephan, I ne—" 

His lips silenced her. He knew what she needed, because 
he needed it to, pure unadulterated pleasure. He didn't want 
to hear words. No, he just wanted her cries of passion to fill 
the room. With one hand he held her hip, as he slid the head 
of his cock down her wet slit until he reached the opening of 
her cunt. Once there he thrust his hips forward. 

Chantal screamed. He groaned as he felt something tear 
inside of her that could only have been one thing. Shit! His 
mind yelled, as his dick pulsed inside of her tight pussy. She 
was like a fist. A hot, wet fist. 

Burying his face in the curve of her shoulder he wondered. 
How could she have been a virgin? She was twenty-seven 
years old and had been through too many years of college to 
count. 

"IT tried to tell you." Her shaky hands caressed his back 
and the base of his neck. 

Urgency howled inside of him. It was too late to turn back 
the clock. "I can't stop, now, sweetheart." Not awaiting her 
reply, he lifted her higher against the wall and pulled back. 
Returning he pushed forward until he slid all the way into her 
heated center until he was seated deep inside of her, feeling 
the lips of her pussy surrounding the base of his dick. His 
heart skipped a beat, and he became dizzy with peace that 
showered down over him. 

"Wrap your legs around me," he commanded. 
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She did. He felt her thighs open wider, giving him more 
room to move as her sex relaxed some around his hard 
length. That was all it took, and he let loose his fervor. On 
and on, his cock pumped into her fusing their bodies 
together. He heard her fervent moans and the creaking of the 
wall underneath their weight. 

Holding her hips, he angled and rotated them to the 
positions he desired. Chantal was a quick study; soon she 
was undulating and lifting her ass to meet each of his thrusts. 
He could feel the multiple quivers starting to pulse along the 
walls of her sex. She was close to an orgasm. Over the last 
few weeks, he had wanted her so bad that he didn't know 
how much longer he could hold off before he came. 

He needed her to come now. Reaching between their 
riotous hips, he found her clit and began stroking and fondling 
her until her movements became erratic. A sure sign her 
climax was imminent. Still he continued to thrust his dick in 
and out of her slick opening. When she arched her head back 
against the wall and her jaw dropped making her mouth a 
perfect O, soundless, he swirled his fingers in her ample 
juices, then firmly rubbed against her clit. 

She came hard and fast. Her cries of ecstasy echoed 
throughout the room. As her pussy constricted and quaked 
around his cock, he felt his muscles in his lower back tighten, 
and a euphoric pain nestled deep in his abdomen, then heat 
and pleasure shot from his sacks and down the length of his 
shaft filling his wife. At that moment, he felt as if the sky had 
cracked and all of paradise rained down on him. His knees 
wanted to bulk. He felt weak and strong at the same time. 
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Leaning his weight into her until the earth shatter rapture 
receded. 

Finally, his heartbeat returned to normal, but at that 
moment, he knew it was no longer his. Unknowingly, he'd 
placed it in her hands where it would be trampled on under 
her passion for her company. As he'd known before, there 
was no place for him here. Not now. 

Her legs lowered to the ground and he stepped back. Out 
of her arms, her embrace, her haven and readjusted his 
clothes. 

He didn't want to look at her, didn't want to face her, 
knowing that he had to go. He had to leave to save himself. 
He felt like an ass, leaving his wife after he'd taken her 
virginity. This was the time he should be holding her. Bathing 
her sore body and murmuring words of endearment. But he 
couldn't stay. 

She held her crumpled dress to her body. Her lips were 
now swollen and red. She looked ravished. The last embers of 
passion rested in her gaze as he took another step back. Even 
now his body wanted her again. 

"Stephan?" There was question, confusion in her voice. 

"I need ... this can't..." Turning, abruptly he denied himself 
the pleasure of gazing on her beauty and exited the room 
with haste. Chanta/. He murmured her name as he closed the 
door behind him. 

He was a bastard. A real bastard. What kind of man would 
leave his virgin bride after making love to her? Correction 
feasting on her body like a starving animal, that made him a 
bastard of the first degree. But, even as he leaned his head 
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back against the door sick with the realization of what he had 
done that didn't compare to the knowledge he would be 
leaving the country as a shell of a man that he was a month 
ago when he arrived. 

Shell or not, he'd have his sanity. That he couldn't 
guarantee himself if he stayed. Because already wanting her 
was making him a madman. After a week, he'd be a fucking 


babbling lunatic. 
* OK OK X* 


Chantal's trembling limbs could no longer support her. 
Crumbling to the floor against the wall her eyes burned as 
tears welled up. Not from any pain surrounding her first 
sexual experience, but more from watching Stephan walking 
out on her. On them. Being with him had been amazing, 
everything she'd fantasized about and more. She wasn't 
going to allow him to push her away. 

There was something between them. Something physical 
they needed to continue to explore and a deep emotion they 
needed to investigate. Fortifying herself, she rose and 
stepped out of her dress allowing it to pool on the carpet. She 
noticed the spots of blood on her dress but disregarded it. 
Yes, her wedding dress may be ruined, but she was willing to 
ruin a hundred dresses in Stephan's arms. 

As she turned on the shower, giddy bubbles of excitement 
caused warmth of expectation to flood her veins. Over the 
month, she had been a bystander in the small moments of 
intimacy she and Stephan had shared, but now she was going 
to be a willing participant. Hell, she was going to instigate it. 
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Yes, she was going to entice her husband. This was her 
wedding night. She didn't know what tomorrow was going to 
bring, but tonight she would use her body to communicate to 
her husband just how much she wanted him in her life. Not 
because her father had placed them together ... in spite of 


that fact. 
*K KK XK 


Pushing away from the door, he lumbered toward the 
guestroom down the hall. Once he entered, he looked at the 
bed and knew it would be futile to attempt to get any sleep. 
His body still yearned for Chantal. He wanted to take the time 
and learn the mysteries of her body and to hear her lips cry 
out in passion again. 

He had to be honest with himself; what had happened 
between the two of them had been inevitable due to the 
tension between them all night. Hell, over the last month. The 
incident wasn't his fault. He attempted to rationalize his 
actions. 

Shit. His conscience gave him a mental punch. This was all 
his fault. He knew he was leaving, and he shouldn't have 
touched her. He should have shown more restraint, instead of 
crossing the line. However, when it came to Chantal, he was 
drawn to her like a hungry man to food. 

I can't stay, he chided himself. If I stayed, it puts us both 
in a position we're honestly not ready to face. 

Collapsing on the edge of the bed with his head in his 
hands, he struggled. He knew remaining here would only 
force Chantal to give more to him than she gave to the 
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company. But that was unfair. In the end when it was all said 
and done, she'd hate him for it. They needed time apart. 
Everything, including tonight, had happened between them 
too fast. Neither of them was ready to face the realities of 
their marriage, nor would they be if he didn't leave. For the 
sake of their future marriage, it was best if he left. 

Even though he was already scheduled to leave out 
tomorrow night, there was no way he could trust himself to 
sleep down the hall from Chantal and not go to her. Even 
worse, he would have to sit at the breakfast table across from 
Chantal and see the pain of rejection in her eyes. A fist 
squeezed around his heart with the thought of causing her 
pain. 

He knew what he had to do. Without another thought, he 
scribbled a quick note to Chantal, grabbed his suitcases he 
packed for his return trip and left. Within the hour, he crossed 
the state line into D.C. arriving at Dulles International. 
Changing out his ticket, he hopped on the last plane 
departing to New York and caught a connection for the redeye 


to Spain. 
* OK OK X* 


Stepping out of the shower, she lathered her skin with 
scented lotion then wrapped Stephan's robe around her body 
and went in search for him. From the tour Julia had given her, 
she knew that a few doors from Stephan's room was one of 
the Lexington's guest bedrooms. Arriving at the room, she 
tapped on the door. Steeling her nerves, threatening to make 
her turn and run. She refused to escape. 
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There was no answer to her knock. Figuring he might be 
asleep, she cracked the door to peep inside of the room. It 
was dark, but after a moment, her eyes adjusted. Having 
removed her glasses before showering, she searched the 
room in a fuzzy haze. Locating the bed, she gingerly crossed 
the carpet to the bed trying not to wake him or stub her toe. 
When she got close enough to see clearer, she realized the 
bed was empty. 

Quickly, looking around the room, she was shocked not to 
find him anywhere. She reached over to the lamp at the side 
of the bed and turned on the light. The room was 
undisturbed, as if no one had recently been in there. If it 
wasn't for the subtle scent of Stephan's cologne, she would 
have believed she was in the wrong room. 

Maybe he went downstairs. Sighing, she shifted toward the 
door, prepared to head back to her room and listen for his 
return. As she turned to leave the room, a white piece of 
paper at the foot of the bed caught her eye. Moving back to 
the bed, she retrieved it. Her vision still blurry, she went to 
her room for her glasses. Unfolding the paper, she read the 
brief note: 

Dear Chantal, 

I will probably already be in Spain by the time you read 
this letter. One day the timing will be right for us. I know your 
company is everything to you. Good luck in business. I know 
you will do well. 

Stephan 

Refolding it, she tossed it into the trash and got into bed. I 
can't believe this. He didn't even have the decency to ask me 
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how I felt. To hell with him. Yes, her company was important 

to her, but so was Stephan. If he cared even half as much for 
her, then he would have stayed, talked to her ... attempted to 
find a median to their situation. Instead, he couldn't resist the 
lure of the exotic women of Spain. 

To leave from her arms and fly off into someone else's was 
the lowest form of disgrace. As far as she was concerned, 
those women could have him. She would make sure he'd 
never have a chance to hurt her again. 

From this point on, she would seal off her heart and give 
everything to the company, until there was nothing left to 
give. Sooner or later she wouldn't feel the pain of his 
rejection. 
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Nine 


It had been three weeks since she'd become Chantal 
Lexington and the same amount of time since Stephan's 
departure. Finally, with nothing else to focus on she had 
discovered the error in Jamaica's spreadsheets. There was a 
total at the bottom of each year, but when Chantal totaled 
each column, it didn't add up correctly. She initially thought 
the distributors were overcharging them. If that were the 
case, they would take their business elsewhere, find new 
contractors. 

On a mission to ascertain the truth, she placed a call to the 
local distributors to question them about the substantial 
increase in their prices. 

"Mrs. Lexington, I have not cheated your company." 
Ronald Channing's Jamaican accent coated his words. 

"Ronald, I am sitting here staring at these spreadsheets 
and see for myself the prices have increased substantially 
over the years," she accused. 

"It is within my right to raise the prices yearly. I have done 
nothing wrong," he demanded. 

"You're correct, Ronald. You do have the right to raise the 
prices on the items you provide our hotel ... but, this—" She 
made an unladylike sound. "This is ridiculous. And if you can't 
explain your actions, then I have no problem in taking my 
business elsewhere," she threatened. 
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"That is not what I wish. With all of the years we have 
worked with Montgomery hotel, we've only raised the prices 
marginally every other year." 

"What do you call marginal? Because that's not what I am 
seeing." Chantal quoted some of the prices to him. 

"That doesn't sound right, Mrs. Lexington. One moment 
please." 

She could hear him opening and closing metal filing 
cabinets and shuffling through papers in the background as 
she took several deep breaths to keep herself calm. 

"I have the sheets for the first year of sales and the 
current prices." 

Listening and comparing prices as Ronald breezed down 
the sheets, she became furious. She scanned the figures on 
the papers as he quoted each item. Every price was different. 
Something or someone was rotten and beginning to stink. 

"Fax me a copy of the invoices." 

As the invoices printed out of her fax machine, Chantal 
placed them next to hers. As the evidence of Ronald's 
honesty glared at her in black and white, she saw red. 

Leaning back in her chair, she rubbed her eyes. "Ronald, I 
must ask your forgiveness for the harsh things I said to you 
and about your business ethics." 

"Oh, no, Mrs. Lexington, you have a company to run. From 
what appears to be going on, it is understandable that you 
would be upset." 

His words were kind, but didn't alleviate her guilt or her 
anger. "You're very understanding." 
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"If you need anything else, please do not hesitate to call 


me 


Thanking him again for his time, she hung up the phone. 
*K OK OK OK 


Two days later, Chantal went to accounts payable to 
collect all of the invoices for Jamaica hotel. Approaching the 
desk of Carl MacArthur, a thirty-eight-year-old man with a 
wife and three kids, who was in charge of the accounts for 
that hotel, she said, "Good afternoon, Mr. MacArthur. I need 
the invoice for Luxury Palace Jamaica from ninety-one until 
now please." 

She watched the creases deepen in the man's brows. 

"Is there something specific you're looking for? They can 
be complicated," his voice quivered. Clearing his throat he 
stood up and migrated over to a large wooden file cabinet and 
removed the documents. "Mr. Parker or I can sit down and go 
over them with you." 

"Thanks, Mr. MacArthur, but I'm a smart girl. I'm sure I 
can figure them out." Chantal took the stack of folders and 
headed out the door. 

The organized folders were not only labeled by date, but 
also by different areas of the hotel. Sitting down, she rewrote 
all of the figures for each of the items from every division of 
the hotel. Everything seemed to be adding up until she got to 
the restaurant. 

That was when she noticed that every figure increased 
slowly, but in ninety-five, they shot up significantly. The price 
of condiments like, ketchup, salt and pepper jumped too. 
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Over the past three and a half years, the Montgomery hotel 
lost over a million dollars. 

Nothing in her mind was convinced that Carl MacArthur 
had been able to organize this by himself. It was company 
policy that all of the invoices and spreadsheets were checked 
and balanced by the president of that division. 

Lance Parker was the president. He was also a board 
member, one of Chantal's strongest opponents outside of Mr. 
Howling. 

Frustrated and livid, she paced her office for hours trying 
to figure out what she was going to do. This would be her 
biggest decision as CEO. She could not just sit back and do 
nothing. What those two men, and God only knows how many 
others, did was clearly embezzlement, and it was a criminal 
offense. A federal offense and action needed to be taken. 

Returning to her desk, she began to scan through her cell 
phone until she located the number of a friend of hers from 
college. The phone rang three times before someone 
answered. 

"Hello," a female voice answered on the other end. 

"Hi, Cynthia, this is Chantal Montgomery." She chose to 
use her maiden name in order to ward off any confusion, 
possibly leading to a bunch of questions. 

"This couldn't be the new CEO of Montgomery Hotels?" A 
note of excitement came through the phone. 

Laughing, she confirmed, "Yes, it is. How are you doing, 
Cynthia?" Cynthia was an accountant and smart as a whip 
when it came to figures. Cynthia assisted her numerous times 
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during their undergrad with statistic and business account 
courses. 

Briefly they spoke about things that had happened to both 
of them since college. 

"Cynthia, are you still working at your father's accounting 
firm?" 

"IT sure am. McGuire and Mitchell accounting firm is 
running strong." 

Glancing down at the incriminating folders, she began, "I 
have a problem I need to take care of over here, and I'm 
going to need an accountant big time. So, if you could put out 
the word, whoever is interested in working for Montgomery 
Hotels I need them A.S.A.P." 

"IT sure can. Any particular stipulations?" 

"Only thing is I want them certified, with at least three 
years experience, and most importantly they have to be 
trustworthy. Then if you could review them for me and I'll 
trust your judgment on whomever you send over." 

"T'll take care of it." 

"Thanks, I owe you one." 

"Don't worry. You'll have a chance to return the favor 
when I get married this fall." 

"Just give me a call. Anyone I know?" 

"Nope, just another number pusher like me. But he is the 
son of the other half of the firm." She giggled secretively. "I 
guess too many late night hours together." She exhaled then 
continued, "By the way, speaking of weddings I read about 
yours in the paper a few weeks ago, congratulations." 
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"Thanks. It was good talking to you. Don't forget to get me 
that invitation." Hanging up, Chantal groaned. She hated 
moments like those, when someone brought up Stephan. 

Glad she was able to keep the conversation brief. Most of 
the time people wanted to ask questions. Why they weren't at 
a charity function or when would he be back in town so they 
could come for dinner. She usually responded with vague 
answers about work or tried to avoid the questions when 
possible. 

Having taken care of part of the problem, she could no 
longer stall on the main thing needing to be done. She had to 
see to it immediately. 

She buzzed her secretary. 

Moments later, Tamala entered the office holding a legal 
pad and pen. She was Chantal's secretary who could be 
better described as a short, plump coffee-bean brown woman 
with shoulder length hair which she kept pulled back in a neat 
French roll. 

"Tamala, please page Mr. MacArthur and have him come to 
my office." 

"Yes, Mrs. Lexington. Anything else?" 

"Yes, there will be a person coming in on Friday. McGuire 
and Mitchell's Accounting Firm are sending the person from 
Michigan. As soon as I get a name, I'll let you know. Then I 
will need you to call down to the basement and have him 
placed on my guest list. I want him brought straight to my 
office." 
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Tamala's pen scratched across the paper as she made 
notes. "I'll get right to it. Did you want me to send for your 
lunch from the restaurant?" 

Chantal looked at her watch. "I didn't realize it was already 
after twelve. Yes, Tamala, a salad would be nice. Then go to 
lunch." 

"Yes, ma'am." She smiled, deep dimples marking her 
cheeks. "I'll get them to put some grilled chicken on it. You 
don't eat enough. One day you'll turn into a rabbit eating all 
that lettuce." Tamala left out the door closing it softly behind 
her. 

Tamala Smith previously worked in the mailroom. Chantal 
met her while she was touring. Tamala a twenty-four-year-old 
with an associate's degree in office management, always kept 
a smile on her face and was eager to learn. Her secretary's 
two-year-old son stayed at the Montgomery's daycare center. 
The mailroom supervisor had described Tamala as a quiet 
person who normally stuck to herself and did her job well. 
That was all she needed to hear. The last thing she wanted 
was someone that hung out at the secretary pool or on the 
phone gossiping. Nor attempting to mother her like her prior 
assistant. 

There was a soft tap on Chantal's door. Tamala walked in 
with Mr. MacArthur in tow. Chantal directed MacArthur to one 
of the chairs on the other side of her desk as Tamala closed 
the door and left. 

Appearing calm, MacArthur settled in the seat and acted 
nonchalant about being summoned to the president's office, 
as if it were an every day occurrence. 
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"Mr. MacArthur, do you Know why I asked you to come by 
my office?" 

"No, I don't." He maintained a blank expression. 

"Mr. Mac Arthur." She eyed him for a moment then 
continued, "A few days ago I came by your office to get some 
invoices. Do you remember that?" 

"Yes." 

Chantal noticed the slight bob of his Adam's apple. 

"Do you have any idea why I would ask for them?" 

Beads of sweat started to pop out on MacArthur's 
forehead. Not so cool anymore, are we? 

She wasn't in the mood for games. "We can play around 
with words all day long, but I don't think either one of us 
wants to do that." She lifted an eyebrow awaiting his 
response. 

He shook his head. 

"Why don't you start from the beginning and tell me what 
happened." She handed him a napkin from inside of a desk 
drawer to wipe his brow. 

"Thank you." He took his time in wiping the sweat from his 
face. "Somewhere around three years ago, Mr. Parker called 
me to his office and told me that a problem had been found in 
the books." He crumbled the moist paper in his fist. "When I 
asked him what type of problem, he told me I'd over 
calculated some figures, and it made a costly error." 

"How did the figures get mixed up?" She interrupted, 
wanting all the facts. 

Shaking his head vehemently, he said, "I wasn't trying to 
steal from the company or anything. My wife and I just had 
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our third child. The baby was premature and developed 
pneumonia a few days later. During the time I wasn't at work, 
I was at the hospital. I just started working here and was 
trying to do a good job, but I guess I became so worried 
about my son I'd made some mistakes." 

"That's understandable. Please continue." 

"I told Mr. Parker I would correct the figures, but he said it 
wouldn't be necessary. He told me the board already 
reviewed the sheets, and if there were any changes the next 
time they saw them, they would ask questions. Then he 
would have to tell them that I had fucked..." He cleared his 
throat and mumbled an apology for his language. "Screwed 
up and they'd wonder why he hadn't fired me." 

Chantal got up and poured him a glass of water from her 
wet bar. When he took the glass, Chantal could see how badly 
his hands were shaking. All of the moisture collecting on the 
side of the glass from his perspiration caused the drink to slip 
a little in his grasp. 

She could only imagine what he'd been going through at 
the time. The more she heard the more contempt she held for 
Mr. Parker. 

"Mr. Parker said he didn't want to see me fired with a sick 
newborn needing medical attention." He lifted his head, his 
sorrowful eyes meeting hers. "I knew he didn't care about my 
child, but there was nothing else I could do. So I just kept 
adjusting the figures." 

"How was it the board didn't catch the original slip you'd 
made at the quarterly peer review?" 


180 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


"About a year ago I was in Mr. Parker's office, and I saw a 
folder labeled restaurant invoices. I thought it was one he 
was sending back for me to file. When I picked up the folder, 
some of the invoices fell out. When I picked them up, I 
noticed they were the original invoices I did. I started to 
review them and realized then, I'd never made the initial 
mistakes. Then I realized he'd been showing the correct ones 
to the board all along. He'd used me," he finished, his voice 
quivering with rage. 

She could hear years of his pent-up anger in his words. 

"By then it was too late for me to say anything because I'd 
been changing the sheets for years, and if I went to him 
about it, I knew he'd fire me. I Knew I would never be able to 
find another good job. I would've been blackballed." 

"There is close to a million dollars that has been 
embezzled. Did you ever get any of the money?" 

"Not in a big sum, but about three months later I noticed 
an increase in my pay. When I questioned Mr. Parker about it, 
he said employees always got a raise at the end when they 
did a good job. I knew what it was for." Mac Arthur hung his 
head in shame. 

"T'd like to thank you for being honest with me, Mr. 
MacArthur. I'm not going to press charges against you, but if 
this ever happens again, I won't hesitate to inform the 
authorities." 

"T understand." 

"Even though I know you were used, I can't let what you 
did go unpunished. I'm allowing you to still work in accounts 
payable, but you'll no longer hold the position you do. You'll 
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assist the new person who will be here by the end of the 
week and receive a reduction in pay. In two years, if you still 
prove to be an asset, then you will get what your original 
raise was supposed to be." Under good conscience, she 
couldn't allow a man with small children to lose his job if she 
could help it. It may be a foolish decision, but only time would 
tell. 

"Thank you. I won't let you down, Mrs. Lexington." His lips 
trembled as he attempted a small grin. 

"T hope not." Chantal stood and escorted Mr. MacArthur to 
the door. He thanked her again then left. 

Seeing her lunch on Tamala's desk, Chantal picked it up 
and carried it into her office. Not ready to eat, she placed it 
on the top of the bar. Her stomach was in knots about the 
coming meeting with Lance Parker. She knew there was no 
way she could put this meeting off any longer. 

Calling his office, she was greeted by Margie. 

"Hello, Mr. Lance's office. Margie speaking." Margie was a 
fifty-year-old woman, with a soft, oak brown complexion and 
a head full of white hair. She stood exactly five-foot, the 
epitome of a little old woman. She always kept a fresh batch 
of cookies on her desk for anyone who came by. 

"Hello, Margie, this is Mrs. Lexington. Is Mr. Parker in?" 

"No, Mrs. Lexington, he already left for lunch." 

"When he returns, can you tell him I would like to see him 
in my office as soon as possible?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Lexington, I sure will." 

"Thank you." 
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Chantal wore out another path in her carpet once again 
and got her thoughts together to meet with Parker. As the 
time passed, she picked over her salad and reviewed some 
memos sent from the board. Anything to keep her mind 
occupied, so she wouldn't dwell on the coming confrontation 
and what she would have to do. 

After two hours went by and Parker still hadn't come to her 
office, she began to get upset. Was he still at lunch? She 
doubted it. Most likely, he ignored the summons believing she 
was unworthy of his time. She called back to his office. 

"Margie, this is Mrs. Lexington again. Has Mr. Parker 
returned from lunch yet?" Chantal didn't wait for Margie's 
greeting. 

"Yes, Mrs. Lexington, he has." 

"Did he get my message?" 

"Yes, he did. I gave it to him about an hour ago," Margie 
assured her. 

"You gave it to him an hour ago?" Chantal was trying hard 
to keep her cool. Margie wasn't to blame for the pigheaded 
nature of her boss. 

"Yes, I did." 

"Is he in with someone?" Chantal was hoping his secretary 
answered yes to all of the questions. 

"No, Mrs. Lexington." 

"Is he expecting someone?" 

"No." 

"Is he perhaps on the phone or waiting on a phone call?" 

"No, neither," Margie answered in her soft sweet voice. 
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"Margie, look at his schedule and tell me if he has anything 
scheduled for the rest of the day." Chantal could hear her 
flipping the pages of the planner. 

"Yes, Mrs. Lexington, he has three more appointments set 
for the rest of the day." 

"Cancel them all, Margie, and put me through to his desk." 

Sounding a bit flustered at her announcement, Margie 
said, "Yes, ma'am." 

There was a short pause on the phone, and Chantal used it 
to take a deep breath. She released it slowly when she heard 
Lance Parker's voice. 

"Yeees, Chantal." Parker did nothing to try to disguise the 
annoyance in his voice as if she were a bothersome child, who 
continued to harass him with games. 

"Mr. Parker, I would like to see you in my office." She 
didn't even bring up the fact he should have been there 
already. He would have tried to give a lame excuse, and 
frankly, she didn't have the patience to hear it. 

"I'm sorry, Chantal, but I don't think I'm going to be able 
to make it. I have a full afternoon of meetings scheduled." 

It also annoyed Chantal he insisted on calling her by her 
first name, as if she were a child, instead of giving her the 
simplest respect that she deserved. He completely ignored 
the fact she was now his boss, whether he liked it or not. 

"They've all been canceled, and I want to see you in my 
office, now." Speaking through tight lips, she hung up the 
phone. She got up out of her seat and started cutting through 
her carpet again for the third time that day. 
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She'd had it. No more trying to be Mrs. Nice; she couldn't 
take anymore. Today, she was going to make a stand starting 
with Lance Parker. She didn't ask to be put in this position, at 
this time, but if she could deal with it, then damn it, everyone 
else could too. 

Walking on eggshells hoping she didn't offend anyone 
hadn't worked. Some of them had been offending her since 
the day she assumed the position, and it was going to stop 
now. 

At that moment, Parker came storming into her office like 
a hurricane. "Where in the hell do you get off canceling my 
clients?" 

Slowly, she turned from the window where she was 
standing and assessed him. Lance Parker was a sixty-four- 
year-old man, who'd lost half of his hair years earlier. He was 
skinny, with shallow skin. Chantal didn't remember his eyes 
ever being white. They always held a creamy, yellow tint to 
them as if he worked too hard or drank too much. Chantal 
believed it was the latter. 

Glancing past him, she noticed her secretary standing at 
the door Parker left open. 

"Is everything okay, Mrs. Lexington?" Tamala furrowed her 
face in concern. 

"Yes, Tamala, please close the door for me." When her 
secretary closed the door, Chantal walked over to her desk 
and asked Parker to take a seat. "Mr. Parker, I had left a 
message with your secretary I need to see you." 

"T was busy." He slammed his narrow ass in a seat across 
from Chantal's desk. 
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"T understand your time is valuable; all of ours is around 
here. But when I request to see someone I would at least like 
a courtesy call if they can't make it." Chantal wasn't going to 
let his blasé attitude get to her. She was going to control this 
meeting. 

"Well, I'm here now. What is it you wanted?" Not giving 
her the benefit of eye contact, instead he stared down at his 
hand and examined well-manicured nails. 

"Mr. Parker, I don't think you're understanding the 
seriousness of this meeting." 

Parker exhaled a big breath, as if the whole meeting was a 
complete waste of his time. "Look, Chantal, can you just get 
on with it?" He dropped his hand and lifted his gaze to hers. 
"IT have some meetings I'm going to need to reschedule." 

Chantal looked at Lance Parker and wondered how her 
father could have ever worked with a man who was so 
despicable. However, she was sure Mr. Parker was smooth as 
silk when he wanted to be. He hadn't gotten to the place he 
was, by accident. 

"Mr. Parker, I'm just going to give it to you straight." 
Calm, she leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs. 

He made a gesture to convey he was all ears and listening. 

"I found discrepancies in the Jamaica hotel accounting 
spreadsheet and invoices." Watching Parker, she attempted 
to see if he would give away a hint of his criminal activities. 

Parker didn't blink. 

"What type of discrepancies?" Mocking her posture, he 
crossed his own gangly legs. 
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"Close to a million dollar discrepancy." It annoyed Chantal 
to see how he continued to stay as cool as a cucumber. Then 
she remind herself, he'd been hiding and covering up his 
secret for years. 

Parker hunched his shoulders showing little concern over 
the matter. "I'll talk to Carl MacArthur about it. He's my head 
accountant. If there were any discrepancies with the 
numbers, he would have made the error. I'm sure it was an 
oversight on his part. Give me a week and I'll have it 
corrected." 

He was smooth. 

Parker stood up to leave as if he determined when the 
meeting was complete. 

"That's alright, Mr. Parker. I've already figured out how to 
correct the problem." That halted his progression. 

"How is that?" Parker finally showed some interest. His 
curiosity was definitely piqued. He eased his hips back into 
the chair. 

She looked Parker straight in the eye without blinking. 
"Simply by asking for your resignation." 

"By asking for my what?" He spoke through gritted teeth 
as he tried to keep his temper under control. 

It was evident by the veins popping out on his temples 
that Parker was fighting a losing battle. 

Choosing not to repeat herself, Knowing he'd heard and 
understood her, she waited. 

Her wait wasn't in vain, Parker's rein on his temper 
snapped. 
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"What makes you think I'll resign? Just because you say 
SO?" 

"No, Mr. Parker, not because I say so, but because of the 
fact you stole a million dollars, says so." 

"You have no proof I took one red cent from this 
company." He straightened his tie. "Besides, the board will 
never believe you." 

Eyes never wavering, she remained composed in her seat. 
"Are you willing to put your reputation on the line to prove it? 
I am." 

Parker shot up from his chair, slammed his hands on 
Chantal's desk and leaned his body toward hers. "Listen, 
here, little girl, you don't know who you're messing with. 
You're out of your league. If you think I'm going to give up a 
job I've given my life to, you're sadly mistaken." 

Chantal rose up out of her chair, placed her hands slowly 
on her desk and came eye to eye with Parker. "No, Mr. 
Parker, you listen to me. My forefathers gave their blood and 
sweat to build this company, and I'll be damned before I let 
you take another dime from it." 

"So, you think you're a bad ass now, you spoiled little 
bitch," his voice snarled. "Huh?" 

"Think about it, Mr. Parker. I cut my baby teeth on all the 
nasty attitudes in this company. So, thank you most of all." 
Leaning closer to him, she could smell the sour stench of his 
skin confirming too much drink. "Just so there's no mistake 
about how bad I am, know that I wi// tear every one of our 
hotels down brick by fucking brick just to keep you out of it." 
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Chantal paused and took another breath to keep control of 
her temper. 

Getting arrested for ripping Parkers head off his shoulders, 
shoving it down his throat and pulling it out of his tight 
asshole, wasn't worth it. He wasn't worth it. 

Nevertheless, this was her company, and she would fight 
to her last breath before she let someone ruin it. 

His eyes pinched in the corners with anger and his lips 
curled toward his nose. 

"You have two choices, Mr. Parker. Either you can resign 
from this company, with what little reputation you have left, 
or you can leave by federal escort. Whichever it's your choice. 
But, mark my word you will be leaving." 

"T'll resign, Chantal, but you haven't heard the last from 
me." Parker rose off the desk and headed toward the door. 
"You will rue this day," he ranted as he kept his stride toward 
the door. 

"One more thing, Mr. Parker." 

She stopped him as he grasped the door handle. 

"My name is Mrs. Lexington. Don't forget it." 

Lance Parker gave Chantal a parting sneer and left her 
office, not even bothering to close the door behind him. 
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Ten 


Chantal sat back down in her seat, exhaling a breath she 
didn't realize she'd been holding. That was something she 
wished she didn't have to do. She would never understand 
why people who had money and were doing well in business 
decided to steal. Parker had a board seat yet threw it all away 
because of his greed. Maybe the Bible verse about the love of 
money being the root of evil was right. It definitely was 
evident in Parker's actions. 

She was sure Parker didn't believe he would get caught, 
because MacArthur was his perfect escape plan. 

Glancing up, she noticed Tamala standing in her doorway. 

"You okay?" she asked. 

"T will be." Chantal gave her secretary what she hoped was 
a confident smile. 

"If you're up to it, Mr. Smalls is here to see you." 

Inhaling a breath, she exhaled slowly. "I'm up to it. Please 
send him in." 

When Tyler walked in and closed the door, Chantal rose 
from her chair and gave him a hug. If she couldn't have 
Stephan's support, his best friend was the next best thing. 
She needed a friend. 

"Chantal, what's wrong? You're shaking." 

Pulling away, she said, "Nothing, I'll be okay, now that I've 
seen a friendly face." 
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"What's going on? I just saw Mr. Parker go tearing down 
the hall, looking like he was mad as hell, and now you look 
like you could use a drink." 

"He was definitely angry, and I cou/d use a drink." Chantal 
walked back around her desk to her seat. 

"What was he furious about? You veto one of his projects 
or something?" Tyler chuckled as he walked over to the wet 
bar. 

"Or something. I asked for his resignation." 

At the bar, Tyler turned around and looked at her. 

She assumed he was trying to judge if she was serious or 
not. 

"Damn, why would you have to do that?" Wordlessly, he 
brought her a glass of water then took the seat Parker 
vacated. 

"Tyler, you're the first person I'm telling about this. I'm 
not even sure how anyone else in the company is going to 
take the news. I believe that none of the board members are 
going to see this coming. Even worse, most of them probably 
will be upset because the wool was pulled over their eyes for 
so long, and I was the one to find the problem. I can only 
imagine how Mr. Howell will react about all of this." She 
shook her head and continued, "The distressing part about 
this is a lot of the board are already out to get me, and they'll 
just be looking for some way to turn this whole situation on 
my way." Balancing on her elbows, she leaned forward on her 
desk. 

"But you know what, Tyler? I'm not going to have it. I'll 
show every one of those men what has been going on. If any 
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of them have a problem with how I handled it, they can walk 
too. After this encounter with Parker, I'm taking my mental 
gloves out and ready to play hardball." 

She drank liberally from her glass. 

Tyler who had remained silently finally spoke. "Not that 
you need my approval, but I think that you did the right 
thing. Do you plan on talking to Stephan?" 

"No, I don't. He already has enough to worry about with 
his own company. I'm sure his hands are full." She pictured 
him holding a Senorita close with both hands. 

Many times since he'd left, she reached for the phone to 
call Stephan, but changed her mind. He was the one who had 
gone back to his life as a bachelor, not her, so he would have 
to be the one to make the first move. If he chose to call her, 
he knew where she was. 

Smiling at Tyler, she said, "Besides, with friends like you to 
show up just in time, what else would I need?" 

By the single eyebrow he raised, she could tell Tyler didn't 
agree. She knew people were concerned about her and 
Stephan, but she couldn't worry about that now. 

"So, what brings you by?" She changed the subject not 
wanting to discuss her husband any longer. 

"I came to talk to you about the Jamaica showing in 
December. Stephan told me he'd spoken with you about it 
before he left." He paused. "Chantal, if you'd rather finalize 
the plans with Stephan, I'm cool with it." 

By the concern in Tyler's voice, she knew she hadn't done 
a good job of masking the hurt she felt. 


192 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


"No, Tyler, I have no problem working with you. I find you 
to be delightful and a breath of fresh air." 

He glanced over toward her window and mumbled, "Only if 
Liza saw me the same way. Maybe then she would give me 
the time of day." 

Whoa, I didn't see that one coming. "I didn't realize you 
were fond of her." 

"Fond." He let out a dry chuckle. "That's a good word." 

"Would you like me to try out my matchmaking skills?" 
She smiled, pretending to reach for the phone. 

"No, that's quite alright." His hand shot up in the air 
waving her away from the phone. "It's bad enough she turns 
me down in my face, but having her turn me down with you 
on the phone and long distance is unconceivable." 

Tyler's emotions were written clearly on his face. His 
feelings ran deep for her best friend. If Liza took that job in 
Denver, all of Tyler's chances may be out the window. 

"We make a pretty pitiful pair, Tyler. Both of us left in 
Northern Virginia with unrequited love." 

He nodded in agreement. 

"Well, let's just hope God is good to us, and it comes back 
around. One day." Chantal wished she had as much 
confidence in it happening, but deep in her heart, she had 
serious doubts. 

It was his turn to change the subject. "Well, let's get down 
to business shall we." 

"Tell me about the showing Lexington Jewelry is planning?" 
she inquired. 
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Opening the folder he carried in his hand, he gave her a 
copy of the plans inside. "On the first page, you'll see the 
overall theme for the showing, plus the time and date we plan 
to have it." 

She reviewed the first page of the packet in her hands. "An 
Evening in Luxury. Nice theme." 

"Stephan figured it not only signified the designs of the 
jewelry, but it would also bring attention and focus to the 
beautiful hotel everyone will be staying in." 

"That's an excellent marketing strategy. I have no problem 
with flattery where my hotels are concerned." They both 
laughed. "I called Kyle Duncan, the manager of Jamaica 
Luxury Palace, and reserved the dates for your showing." 

"That's great. Well, we'll also need to have the ballroom 
closed off two days prior, so the room can be set up and 
guarded." 

Jotting down notes on a pad, she nodded her head in 
understanding. 

"If you look on the next page, you'll see our requests for 
the rooms we will need reserved. At the bottom of the page is 
the deadline and price information we will send out to the 
people on the guest list." Tyler directed her to the list. 

Scanning the list filled with hundreds of names, she flipped 
to another sheet and immediately took note of the substantial 
increase in the regular price of the hotel. Following on the 
heels of what happened with Parker she was extremely 
cautious of any type of price changes, no matter who it was. 
"I noticed the price has been increased. Is that for a 
particular reason?" 
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"Chantal, I've personally handpicked this list. Everyone on 
this list has a reason for being there. Not only do we want to 
sell these pieces for a handsome price, but also the guests on 
that list are powerful people: politicians, actors, magazine 
editors, and dignitaries from all over the world. People who 
report on things and buy things that make others covet." 
Tyler paused allowing her time to look once again at the 
columns of names. 

He continued, "That's also the reason we recommend the 
price increase. If people feel they can stay in the same hotel 
that is giving this glamorous showing for the same price the 
other unfortunate guest, who are not 'privileged' to attend, 
then they're going to question if the jewelry is worth top 
dollar. On the last page, there are a few inclusion suggestions 
people can get with their stay. Everything from massage 
packages to bringing in celebrity entertainers. You and your 
staff can decide on that and let me know before the 
invitations go out." Relaxing back in his chair, he commented, 
"It's all part of the game, Chantal. You have to learn to play 
it." 

Tyler's abilities impressed her. She could see why 
Lexington Jewelry employed him. It wasn't just because he 
was Stephan's friend, but because he was good at his job. 

"Tyler, I could learn a few things from you. Remind me 
when I put my project into action and have my first press 
party to call you to assist Cedric Dennis, my PR man, in 
putting together the guest list." 

"I'm right here when you need me." He winked at her. 

"Thanks, Tyler." She smiled. 
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She prayed Tyler knew she wasn't only thanking him for 
his future assistance with her company, but also for being 
there when she needed a friend to talk to. 

"Well, if you don't have any more questions, then I have 
some phone calls to make." Tyler stood up. 

"No, I think this packet you put together says it all. I'm 
going to run it by the board on our Friday morning meeting, 
and if they have any problems or questions, then I'll call you 
and schedule a time you can pitch your idea to them. But, I 
don't foresee them having a problem with it. This showing will 
bring in a lot of money for the company." 

"IT totally agree. You need to go home and get some rest." 
Stepping around the desk, he hugged her again. 

Puling back, she gave him a weary smile. She couldn't 
deny he was right. 

When he left the office, she sank deeper into the leather 
fabric of her chair. Sleep had eluded her lately, and it was 
starting to take a toll on her. She tried to push it off to 
sleeping in new surroundings since moving into the Lexington 
house and not admitting that dreams of Stephan's 
lovemaking skills were torturing her. 

Reaching toward the phone, Chantal buzzed Tamala. 

"Yes, Mrs. Lexington?" Tamala asked when she entered her 
office. 

"What does my schedule look like for the rest of the day?" 

"It's pretty clear, nothing that can't be rescheduled." 

"Good, I'm on my way to speak with Margie then I'm going 
home for the day. If anything urgent comes up, call me at 
home." Chantal picked up her briefcase from underneath the 
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side of her desk and filled it with paperwork she needed to 
review and sign. 

She didn't plan to do any work, but she would take them 
just in case sleep eluded her once again. "Also, call down to 
the security office and tell Stan, the head of security, to 
remove Mr. Parker's access code to the building, and he is no 
longer allowed in here unless he is personally escorted by 
me." 

"Yes, ma'am, got it." The scratching sound of Tamala's pen 
on her ever-present notepad echoed into the phone. 

"T'll see you tomorrow." Grabbing her full briefcase, she 
headed out the door and down the hall to see Margie. 

When Chantal arrived at Margie's desk, the old woman was 
sitting there staring in the distance with a forlorn look on her 
face. 

"Hi, Margie." 

The older woman perked up, allowing a sweet smile to 
spread across her face. However, trepidation was evident in 
the older woman's eyes. 

"Hello, Mrs. Lexington, on your way out?" 

"Yes, Iam Margie, but I came by to let you know your new 
boss should be in by Friday, and you'll be working out of the 
accounting department." 

Nothing could disguise the look of pure elation that came 
over the secretary's face as her pale cheeks flushed with 
excitement. "So, I'm not fired?" 

Frowning, Chantal asked, "No, Margie, what gave you that 
idea?" 
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"Well, everything that happened earlier today with Mr. 
Parker resigning and all, I didn't know what was to happen to 
me. He told me you would probably be firing me, because I 
was too old." 

For a second Chantal thought back to Nancy. She hadn't 
felt the need to explain to her staff why she let her go, or how 
she filled the woman's dream of working with children. So, to 
everyone, it may have appeared that she was attempting to 
freshen up the company. But that wasn't what she was doing. 
Rejuvenating it, that was more like it. 

Parker's cruelties never ceased to amaze Chantal. He 
deliberately took his anger out on a defenseless old woman. 
It was true Margie was getting up in years, but she was still 
good at her job. Chantal would never have considered putting 
her out of the company for that. 

"No, Margie, you aren't fired. You do your job well. If you 
left, who would be around to train the new secretaries and 
keep them in line?" Chantal smiled. "So, if you could move 
your things during this week, that would be great. Tomorrow 
I will have Tamala contact you with the details." 

"Thank you ... for what you said ... about my work." 
Margie grabbed a Kleenex from the corner of her desk and 
dabbed at the tears starting to make trails down her face. 

"IT wouldn't say it, if it wasn't true." Reaching out, Chantal 
laid a hand on Margie's shoulder. 

"Well, I'll be baking all this weekend. Some of those boys 
in accounting look as if they aren't getting decent meals." 

Chantal laughed. "Well, I'm sure you can handle it. See 
you tomorrow." 
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"Good night, Mrs. Lexington." Chantal heard Margie say as 
she headed for the elevator for the ride down to the parking 


garage. 
*K KOK XK 


Attempting to rub the gritty feeling from his eyes, Stephan 
lifted his hand. Returning his gaze back to his work, now a 
blurry object in his hand, he had to admit he was tired. He 
put down the instrument he used to cut the dark topaz he 
held in his hand. Moments before he'd looked at the stone 
and saw a pair of emerald eyes with deep topaz flakes in 
them. The overwhelming thought caused him to miss his 
mark and chisel the gem in the wrong place, ruining it. 

With disgust he got up from his stool and left the 
workshop, locked the door and entered his code to engage 
the alarm system. He didn't realize how late it was. There 
were no windows in this part of the workshop, because the 
work had to be done in a particular light. The weather was too 
unpredictable for business. 

Sauntering down the hall, he arrived at the door to his 
suite at Luxury Palace Spain and headed toward his desk to 
review his e-mails. As he began logging into his computer his 
phone rang. 

"Lexington." He was too exhausted for formalities. 

"Well, it's about time you decided to come out of that 
cocoon you call a workshop," Tyler spoke on the other line. 

"Hey, Ty, what's new?" Stephan scrolled down his list of e- 
mails searching for any marked high importance first. 

"IT met with Chantal today." 
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Stephan's mind had been in Northern Virginia all day. His 
memory had conjured up a certain female CEO sitting behind 
her desk in another masculine suit making business decisions. 
"I remember, how did it go?" 

"It went fine." 

Listening as Tyler gave him the brief on the meeting 
Stephan rested his elbow on his desk and once again 
massaged his eyes. It was late in Spain. 

"There were some questions about the price of the hotel 
rooms, but it was understandable after the day she had," 
Tyler commented. 

His head perked up. "What do you mean she had questions 
about the price? It's natural protocol to raise prices for these 
types of events." Stephan didn't understand what would 
cause Chantal to have questioned something as common as a 
hotel price increase. Did she not trust me? Hell, he was her 
husband. Granted, he hadn't been acting as such since they 
began, but still he wasn't some stranger off the street. "What 
did she think someone's trying to misallocate her company's 
funds?" Offended, Stephan allowed a dry chuckle to exit his 
mouth. 

"Well, if Parker could why wouldn't we?" 

Parker? Stephan was sure there was a story there, but 
right now it was creeping into wee morning hours, and he 
didn't feel like going into it. "Because I'm her husband, that's 
how come why not." 

"Are you?" Tyler questioned. 

Those two words were all Stephan needed to take him 
over the edge. 
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"Look, Tyler, don't start with me." He never yelled at Tyler 
with the exception of every time over the last three months 
his best friend brought up his and Chantal's relationship. He 
knew Tyler was just looking out for him, but for once he just 
wanted his friend to back off and leave it alone. "If Chantal 
wants to talk to me, she knows how to pick up the phone." 

"It works both—" 

Growling like a bear that'd been awaken too early from his 
winter nap, Stephan cut off Tyler's words. 

In a calm voice, Tyler said, "Hey, papa bear, you know she 
loves you?" 

That was like throwing water on a fire. Stephan stopped 
snarling and got quiet on the other end. Taking a deep 
breath, he tried to steady the increased pounding of his heart. 
Having Chantal's love and devotion to him, it was too much 
for him to hope for. "How do you know that?" 

"She said so. I was talking to her about Liza, and she said 
both of us had been left behind in Virginia with unrequited 
love." 

Stephan had come to the realization when he left that his 
feelings ran deep where Chantal was concerned. A million 
theories and reasons had plagued him on why he'd left her on 
their wedding night, after for once in his life he'd found his 
home inside of her. Regardless, nothing could stop the guilt 
he felt at walking away from the yearning and hurt in her 
eyes. He had etched the moment into his memory, and it 
constantly replayed itself. Haunting him. There was only one 
way to absolve himself, but it still wasn't the time. 
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But, as he continued to read the business sections of the 
paper as the reporters poured abundantly in her favor he 
knew he'd made the right decision. 

"I'm sure she meant it figuratively." 

"If you say so, boss." 

"I do." Sighing, he glanced at his watch. 1:13 am. "So, tell 
me about Parker." 

Tyler repeated the story Chantal told him. How Parker 
stole money and used another employee with family problems 
to do his dirty work. Stephan was impressed by the way 
Chantal had handled the situation. If she had tried to fire 
Parker, he knew the guy would've fought her every step of 
the way, making her look bad instead of him. Ruining the 
company she was working hard to revive. Her decision saved 
her a lot of time and embarrassment. 

"I'm sure she hasn't heard the last of him. That guy was 
bringing in a pretty penny by the sound of it, and he's 
probably real upset to lose his cash flow. I'm glad to hear 
she's making her way successfully." 

By the gust of air coming through the phone wire Stephan 
was Sure his friend was not happy with his response. 

"Well, Steph, I'll let you get back to your jewels," he 
grumbled. 

"Thanks for keeping me posted. Let me know if the board 
has any concerns on Friday." 

"T will." 

After the call was ended, Stephan sat for a moment and 
thought about what it would be like, if Chantal were really in 
love with him. He looked around his empty, lonely hotel suite 
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and thought how wonderful his life would be if he went home 
to Chantal every night. How her face would light up when he 
walked into a room, her arms opened wide to greet him. The 
vision was so real Stephan could almost feel Chantal's arms 
around him, holding her body next to his and the sweet scent 
of her skin feeling his senses. 

He shook his head clearing his mind of the picture he 
conjured up. He couldn't foresee that happening anytime 
soon. But, it would definitely happen one day. He would give 
Chantal a little more time to brand her business skills onto 
corporate America; then he would brand skills onto her. 

An idea started to formulate in his mind how he could 
secretly court his wife and hopefully make her want what was 
missing in her life. Him. 
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Eleven 


"Happy birthday to you ... congratulations. Happy birthday 
to you ... congratulations. Happy birthday, dear Chantaaal. 
Happy birthday to you." 

Liza's singing through the phone beat Chantal's alarm. 

"Aren't you sweet, Liz," she said, with a sleepy giggle. 
Rolling to her side, Chantal peeped at the large illuminated 
numbers on her clock. 4:57. Reaching out she pressed a 
button to silence the forthcoming ring. 

"Good morning, I was trying to catch you before you 
started your day." Liza yawned into the phone. 

It very early. Way before her friend would have dreamed 
of getting up. "Three minutes to spare." She pushed her body 
to a sitting position and grabbed her glasses. "Thanks for the 
card and bracelet. I got your package yesterday." 

"You're welcome. Do I have to ask, Chan, how you plan to 
spend your birthday?" 

"Well, since my best friend is hours away and isn't here to 
treat me to lunch, I'll be eating it at my desk." 

"Poo!" Liza made a childlike spitting sound through the 
phone. 

Laughing, Chantal rose and made the bed while holding 
the receiver with the side of her face and a shoulder. 

"How's work?" Liza asked. 

Lifting her hands over her head, she stretched and headed 
toward her closet. "Better, now that I found the fox that was 
stealing my sheep." 
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"What?" 

Her friend was awake now, Chantal thought as Liza's 
frantic voice came through the line. As Chantal selected her 
clothes, she explained the situation with Parker to Liza. 

"Damn, are you kidding me?" Shock reverberated in her 
friend's voice. 

"T wish I were." A broken grunt came from her lips. "At 
least I know. So now I can focus on some plans I have for the 
company." 

Returning to sleepy-ville, Liza stifled another yawn. "That's 
true." There was a slight pause. "Well, I'll allow you to get 
ready for work now." 

Chantal laughed. "What you mean is get off the phone so I 
can go back to sleep," she said while grabbing a pale aqua 
blue pants suit and cream colored shell to complement the 
mother of pearl stones in Liza's birthday gift. 

Joining in on the humor, Liza said, "Pretty much, Chan. 
You're the only person I know who gets up before the birds." 

"And you're the only person I know who goes to bed after 
vampires." 

Her friend's productivity happened at night. Liza could stay 
up all night working on a project idea. Opposites, but the best 
of friends. 

"Bye, sleepyhead." Depositing the clothes on the bed, 
Chantal walked into the bathroom. 

"Later, girl." 

Chantal clicked the cordless phone off and set it on the 
bathroom counter. Pulling her hair up for her shower, she 
thought about how heartwarming it was to have someone 
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remember her birthday. Aunt Marilyn never did. The event 
always went unmarked since her parents’ death. Even more 
so, once she went away to college. But Liza was always 
faithful. Thank God for friends. 


* OK OK OX 


Arriving at work an hour and a half later the click of her 
own heels accompanied Chantal as she exited the elevator on 
the seventh floor and traveled along the hall. Passing 
Tamala's orderly vacant desk, she opened her office door and 
froze in shock. 

Her office had become a greenhouse. Orchids stood 
beguilingly proud in numerous vases. Who would do this? 

Her first thought in answer to her own question was that 
Liza had sent them. She pushed that away, because she not 
only had something from her friend, but she couldn't see Liza 
filling her office with flowers. However, Tamala may have. Her 
secretary was resourceful, and it would have been easy for 
Tamala to discover the date of her birthday. 

Unable to resist the temptation, she rushed toward the 
blossoms and smelled the one sitting on the center of her 
desk. Stroking the cool, dry, thick waxy petal, she smiled at 
the sweet, spicy, vanilla floral scent permeating the room. 

Something caught her eye. Glancing down, she noted the 
small card held away from the dark soil by a plastic stand. 
Holding it in her hand, she felt a little giddy at the surprise 
gift. As she peeled back the flap and slid the card out, she 
stood in astonishment once again. This time by the words on 
the card. 
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A bouquet of beauty to match your own for every hour of 
your day. Happy birthday! Stephan. 

Her heart paused, skipped a beat and then began to race. 

Stephan. 

Even mentally saying his name affected her, bringing 
images of the two of their bodies intertwined in heated 
embrace and hot tangled sheets. She used the mini card to 
fan herself as she stepped around the desk and sat in her 
chair. 

Staring at the words in the brief message, she 
contemplated what she should do and noticed the slight 
tremors of her fingers. This was the first contact between her 
and Stephan in months. The season had long changed into 
fall. Was this her olive branch? Did she dare take it? Yes, she 
would. As upset at him as she may be, he had always been 
her weakness. If calling him was the way for her to turn their 
marriage into a more intimate destination, she would make 
the effort. 

Looking at the digital numbers on her desk phone, she 
added six hours to it. Dialing the phone, she wondered if 
she'd be able to catch him since it was around lunch hour 
there. 

The phone rang once, and she could hear her heart 
pounding in her ears. The phone rang twice, and her skin 
began to heat up. The phone rang a third time, and her palms 
started to sweat almost causing her to drop the receiver when 
it was answered. 

"Lexington." The strong male voice echoed through the 
line, slightly winded causing her to cross her legs. 
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Clutching the phone tighter in her slick hand, she filled her 
lungs with air. 

"Hello?" he queried. She could hear voices in the 
background. 

"Hi, Stephan." She felt tongue tied and flustered. "Did I 
catch you at a bad time?" 

"Never." A male voice asked him something in the 
background. "One second..." Stephan called out. "Sorry about 
that, we're in a budget meeting." 

"Oh, I don't want to keep you. I just called to tell you 
thanks for the flowers." 

"Chantal." He paused. "Happy Birthday." 

Like a schoolgirl, she smiled at his words and swung her 
leg. "I didn't know you even knew the date." Or cared. 

"I have my sources." His voice was light. 

The noise level behind Stephan, appeared to be escalating. 

"Well, I'll let you get back to your meeting. It sounds like 
they'll need a referee soon." 

"Always." His sigh was clear through the phone. "Take care 
of yourself, Chantal." 

Just maybe, Stephan was starting to have doubts about 
the status of their marriage as well. Maybe. 

"You too." 

There was a long pause. Neither of them hung up or said 
anything. She wondered if his mind was racing with a million 
things he wanted to say to her, like hers did. 

Then someone yelled in the background, and the moment 
was gone. 

"Bye." 
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"Bye, Stephan." She hung up the phone. Her heart ached 
with missing him. Resting her head back against her chair, 
she knew this distance between them had to end. She just 
didn't know how. What she did know was that this company 
was not going to be her life, as it had been for her aunt. No, 
one day soon, she was going to figure out how to convince 
Stephan that they needed a real marriage. There were many 
changes she needed to make in her company, and she would 
take the remainder of the year to begin implementing them. 
However, in the New Year, Stephan had better watch out, 
because winning him over to "them" was going to be her new 


resolution. 
*K KK XK 


A week later, Chantal sat at her desk and opened up her 
computer to read the nightly reports sent to her by the 
hotels. It was something she setup to keep herself in constant 
contact with the hotel managers. That way they could 
immediately handle any problem that arose. 

When she went into her mailbox, it was no surprise to see 
it was full. As she read and answered her message, she 
spotted an e-mail labeled FOR YOUR EYES ONLY. Even though 
she didn't recognize the return address, she had no concerns. 
Her mailbox at work didn't receive junk mail, and it scanned 
out viruses well. Thinking it was from an employee who 
wanted to talk to her privately, she opened it. Seeing a poem, 
she realized she had received it by mistake. 

Curiosity got the best of her and she began reading it. 

My Seraphim, 
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When I think of you, my heart skips a beat. 

The thought of your arms around me makes me yearn for 
home. 

Awaking next to you would be like the sun rising in my 
day. 

At night, I see the stars have mimicked the twinkle in your 
eyes. 

You are my angel, the reason I get up to live. 

She wiped the tears from her eyes as she finished the 
poem. It was the sweetest thing she ever read. Her heart 
sank a little knowing that it had not reached its intended 
recipient. There was no doubt in her mind that a man wrote it 
for the women he loved. 

Unable to stop the thought that she wished Stephan felt 
that way about her, she sighed. 

Thankfully, the phone ringing broke her melancholy 
feelings. Reaching over, she picked it up with one hand and 
grabbed a tissue for her eyes with the other. 

"Hello, Chantal Lexington." She cleared her throat. 

"What's wrong, Chantal? Things aren't going that bad are 
they?" Liza inquired. 

"Hi, Liz. Things are going great actually." Chantal sniffled. 

"Then why are you crying?" 

"Somehow, I received an e-mail some guy sent for his lady 
love, and it was just really sweet. You could really tell he 
loved her." 

"Well, I need a little sweetness in my life. What did it say?" 

Chantal read the poem to Liza. And they both started 
crying. 
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"Remember, Liz, how we used to dream of a guy loving us 
like that?" 

"Well at least you're halfway there, Chan." 

"Yeah, lucky me," she grumbled. The last thing she wanted 
to think about was her marriage. Last night, she went home 
early but didn't get more than a few winks of sleep. She 
tossed and turned for hours thinking of Stephan and ended 
up completing most of the work she took home. "So, how's 
Va Beach?" 

"It's okay. I miss the north though, not having to travel 
hours to get to D.C. and shop." 

"It will be a worse commute from the west coast," Chantal 
commented laying the foundation for what she had planned. 

"Yeah, I know." Liza chuckled. "But, I can't stay in this job 
any longer. It's only stifling my creativity. So, I decided 
yesterday, that I'm going to take the job in Denver. So, 
maybe I'll drive up this weekend for one last shopping spree. 
You got time?" 

"T have a better idea. Come back and work for 
Montgomery?" Chantal mentally took off her friend hat and 
slipped on her business one. She intended to ask Liza about 
coming to work for Montgomery after she pitched her new 
idea to the board, but she figured Liza's marketing skills 
maybe needed to win the board over. Besides, she didn't 
want to risk her friend getting locked in a year contract she 
couldn't get out of without repercussion. 

"Work for Montgomery? Doing what?" Liza asked. 

"T have a few major projects that will add new dimensions 
to Montgomery Hotels, and I'm going to need someone I 
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know is good. Someone that keeps themselves up-to-date on 
what is going on in the world in my marketing department." 

"So, what type of position are we talking about?" Her 
friend's voice took on a business tone as well. 

That's what she loved about Liza, they were friends, but 
the woman knew how to handle business, and that's what 
Chantal needed. 

"The man that is running the department now put in his 
paperwork and will be retiring in a month, and I want you to 
take his position when he leaves." 

Chantal could hear Liza's elated scream on the other end 
of the phone. 

Then her friend returned to the line, cleared her throat and 
said in a somewhat calm manner, "You have yourself a new 
department head." 

"T'll be expecting you to start your week orientation in 
three weeks. The week before you start, we can go over your 
contract and work out the terms that work best for 
Montgomery Hotels and you." 

"I don't see that as a problem. You've made the right 
decision, Mrs. Lexington." 

"I know I have. Another thing, Liza, as you know there are 
many seasoned veterans in this company and in the 
department. Some of them thought they were going to get 
this position. I just want you to be prepared for what you may 
be walking into." 

"Thanks for the heads up. Now I have to go submit my two 
weeks notice I had written before you changed my mind." 

They talked for a few more moments then hung up. 
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The rest of the weeks went by fast. Darrell Channing, the 
accountant from McGuire and Mitchell, was working out 
extremely well. Chantal had met with him his first week and 
explained her expectations of him. He was a bright man, with 
impeccable references and eight years experience in 
accounting. Darrell had told her that he decided to take the 
job with Montgomery Hotels because he was looking for a 
new challenge. For the last three years, he worked with 
personal accounting, and he was ready to get back into the 
corporate world. 

To top off her week, the board approved of Lexington 
Jewelry's showing in December. Burt Lancaster, head of the 
Carmel Hotel, even suggested if the showing went over well, 
possibly Stephan would agree to have one in a different hotel 
each year when their new collections came out. 

She passed the good news on to Tyler, who she was sure 


gave the message to Stephan. 
*K OK KOK 


"So, do I need to call her?" she asked, Theodore Gee, 
Carmel's hotel manager. She glanced down at her watch. This 
morning, she was expecting Liza to go over her contract. If 
she needed to handle a complaint from a guest, then she 
wanted to take care of it before they met. 

"No, Mrs. Lexington. I handled it, and Ms. Vanderling said 
she was Satisfied," he assured her. 

"Well, if she gives you any further complications, let Mr. 
Lancaster know, and we'll take care of it from this end." 

"Will do, ma'am." 
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Chantal hung up the phone. Normally, she wouldn't even 
have bothered calling the hotel manager; that was the job of 
each board member in charge of a certain hotel. But, the 
Carmel hotel received ninety percent of their guests from 
Hollywood and the surrounding areas, and the last thing they 
needed was problems. One wrong word of gossip, from the 
right person could be bad for business, especially in a famous 
getaway spot. Relieved, she got off the phone pleased at the 
way Theodore managed the situation. 

Swiveling her chair toward her monitor, a pop up in the 
right corner drew her gaze, signifying she had a new message 
waiting. Going back into her inbox, she noticed the e-mail 
was sent from the same address as the first poem three 
weeks ago. She opened it, telling herself she only opened it 
so she could respond and tell the sender he had the wrong 
address. 

This one read: 

My Muse, 

As I look around, I can see the beauty of your face. 

As I touch things, I can feel the warmth of your skin. 

As I eat, I can taste the ripeness of your lips. 

As I breathe, I can smell your sweet scent. 

As I awoke this morning from dreams of you, 

It started all over again. 

Again, she felt her throat constrict and her eyes spill over 
with tears. She wished in her heart that she and Stephan 
would one day get to the point where they could express 
themselves like this to each other. She also hoped the woman 
knew exactly how loved she was. 

214 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


Doing what was right, she hit reply and informed the 
romantic man of the miss direction of his poem. Saving the 
message in her personal file as she did the first one, she 


began her work for the day and awaited Liza's arrival. 
* OK OK X* 


Having been at the company now for two months, Liza 
headed down the hall, on her way to Chantal's office, so they 
could discuss her boss's plans for the new project. 

Chantal had been right about some of the people in the 
marketing department having a little animosity toward her for 
getting the job. Nevertheless, she had relaxed, deciding to 
just be herself, and by the end of the week most of them had 
been won over once she showed them she was a hard worker 
and willing to jump in and do her share. 

She went back into the marketing archives and studied all 
of her employee's previous advertisements for the company. 
For years, the company had some excellent marketing 
strategies in the past, but within the last three years, they 
were mediocre. 

One thing she learned from her intern experiences, back in 
college, was that good marketing could keep a company on 
top of the game. Even if the company sold liverwurst, people 
would buy. If the marketing was bad, it could sink a 
company, even if the company was giving away free gold bars 
with every purchase. The company's overseas decline was all 
a part of bad marketing. 
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Her mind ticked with ideas, slogans, and marketing 
strategies. Preoccupied, she didn't notice when someone 
stepped into her path, until she walked into them. 

"I guess dreams do come true." 

Finding herself cocooned in a pair of big strong arms, she 
felt the sound of the deep male voice as it rumbled against 
her cheek pressed into firm chest muscles. She'd almost lost 
her balance when she hit the male wall, but his arms kept her 
from falling in a heap at his feet. 

Grateful for the save, she stepped out of his arms and 
looked up at him to apologize for not paying attention. The 
words never passed her lips. 

"I never thought you would be struck speechless, Liza. 
Nor, did I expect you would throw yourself into my arms 
either." Tyler smiled. 

He was within arms reach and too close. Liza considered 
taking another safe step backwards. The proximity was 
making it difficult for her to think. She knew he was working 
for Lexington Jewelry because Chantal told her about their 
meetings, but she hoped to be more prepared when she came 
in contact with him. "What are you doing here?" 

"IT work here?" 

Just like warm molasses, he made her feel gooey inside. 

"IT know you work in the building ... floor six ... not here ... 
seven ... why here?" Her mind and words were jumbled. It 
seemed her brain was reluctant to compute and send 
messages to her mouth. She was completely dumbstruck by 
the sight of him. Her hormones were going crazy. 
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True, it had been a while since she had been with a man, 
but she never remembered feeling as she did when she was 
around Tyler. It scared her. Maybe, it was because of the 
intensity of her fantasy over the last few months of this man. 
Most likely, it was because just minutes ago she was in his 
arms and could still feel the warmth of his body on her skin. 

Whatever the reason, Tyler had to be the sexiest man she 
ever remembered laying eyes on, outside of a magazine. 
Those male models had nothing on him. Even through his 
clothing, she felt the strength of his muscles. She'd bet he 
was Shear perfection without clothes. 

Shaking herself, she tried to regain control of her 
thoughts. She could hear Tyler saying something to her, but 
whatever it was didn't register. "I'm sorry, what did you say?" 

His grin broadened. "If I told you I was up on this floor 
because I wanted to see you ... how would it make you feel?" 

Not sure she wanted to play his game, she asked, "Why 
would you want to see me?" 

"Chantal told me you'd taken the marketing position with 
the company and you were headed back here. I wanted to 
come up and see you the day you got in, but I decided to give 
you some time to adjust." His mahogany eyes seized hers. "I 
couldn't wait any longer." 

Her insides quaked at his announcement. Steeling herself 
against his allure, she pushed her shoulders back. "Well, now 
you've seen me." Starting to walk past him, she found herself 
steered in another direction. 

Before she could respond, Tyler held her arm and pulled 
her into a vacant office with the name PARKER on the door. 
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"Could you please let go of my arm," Liza ordered as Tyler 
closed the door behind them. 

Tyler let go of her arm then pulled her into his arms and 
kissed her. 

"I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that without your 
permission." He stepped toward her and lowered his head. 
"Or this." 

It took her a moment to realize what was about to happen. 
Before she could decide, whether she wanted to participate or 
not, Tyler's lips captured her. The kiss was both passionate 
and quick. 

As he moved away from her, she bit down on her bottom 
lip to try to stop its tingling. It took all of her effort to pretend 
the kiss didn't affect her. "Don't worry. We'll just forget you 
ever did it." Turning, she started for the door. She needed to 
get out of the room before she was the one to make a move 
that couldn't be forgotten. 

"Liza, I don't want to forget about it." 

His voice overtook her. 

"Every night, since that first moment I saw you at 
Chantal's party, I haven't been able to get you out of my 
mind. When I'm asleep, I dream about how it would feel to 
hold you in my arms. Then, when you walked into them a 
moment ago, I didn't want to let you go." 

She kept her back to Tyler. She didn't know if she should 
believe the words he was saying. "What do you want from 
me?" she whispered. 

The heat of his body touched her, before his hands took 
hold of her shoulders. 
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"All I want is a chance to get to know you. I'm going to be 
honest with you, Liza. I want you. Like I've never wanted a 
woman before." 

"I hope you're serious, because I've told you before I don't 
like to be toyed with." She refused to turn around and allow 
herself to be swayed by how attracted she was to him. 

He turned her around, so they were standing before each 
other. She glanced at him and took note of the stern look on 
his face. This man was serious. 

"If and when we get to the point where I start to toy with 
you, I promise you will like it. For now, I would like us to start 
with dinner tonight." 

Not knowing what else to do and speechless by his words, 
she nodded her head in agreement. 

Tyler kissed her softly on the lips again and then opened 
the door allowing her to leave. 

She didn't know why she agreed to go out to dinner with 
him. Maybe it was because Tyler truly seemed sincere or 
because she was tired of being alone, but whatever the 


reason, she felt glad she did it. 
* KOK X* 


When Liza walked into her office, Chantal noticed the smile 
her friend was wearing. Pure satisfaction. 

"Well, what canary did you eat?" Chantal asked when she 
looked up from the papers she held in her hand and saw the 
look on Liza's face. 

"A big one that tastes like melted chocolate." 
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Laying the stack of papers on the table in front of the 
couch, Chantal said, "Either you just ate a really good candy 
bar or I'm missing something. Which is it?" 

"I ran into Tyler. We ... talked." Liza blushed. "I agreed to 
go out to dinner with Tyler tonight." 

That wasn't what she expected to hear, especially as hard 
as her friend had been fighting against a relationship with 
Tyler. 

"Well, that's where you were." Chantal nodded. "Fora 
moment, I contemplated sending out a search party. I'm glad 
to hear the two of you are going out to dinner. Tyler's a great 
guy, and he really likes you. You'd make a great couple." 

"Well, slow down a little, Sistah Love. I only said we were 
going out to dinner. Let's see how that goes, before we even 
think about the couple issue." 

"Well, I'm sure it'll come. For now, I'll leave it alone." 

"Thank you. Now what is this hot project you have cooking 
up?" Liza asked as she sat down in a chair by the couch. 

"Liza, since I started doing my intern at this company and 
found out reservations were on the decline, I've been racking 
my brain, trying to come up with something that would draw 
in more business." 

"What did you come up with?" Intrigue laced Liza's voice. 

"Liza, do you remember the morning of my wedding when 
you kept telling me about the club we went to the night 
before." 

"Midnight Madness?" Light illuminated Liza eyes. 

"No!" She lifted an eyebrow and pinned her friend with a 
stare. 
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Liza laughed. "You're talking about Club Sizzle. What does 
that have to do with your hotels not bringing in enough 
people?" 

"I remembered you saying the guy who owned the place 
really knew his business because the club had been the place 
to be since it opened a couple of years ago." 

"That's correct." 

The creases in Liza's brow let Chantal know her friend 
didn't grasp where she was going yet. 

Chantal, on the other hand, felt like she was going to burst 
with excitement. It was becoming harder for her to contain 
herself. "Well, what is it that a lot of hotels in Europe and 
tropical resorts have in common?" 

Liza lifted her shoulder in puzzlement. 

"Clubs, Liza!" The understanding beginning to dawn 
stretched Liza's face into a grin. 

"Over the past few months I've pulled up charts, statistics 
and information about clubs joined with hotels. You would be 
surprised at the reports." Chantal handed Liza a stack of 
papers. 

"I think you may have something here, Chantal." Liza 
skimmed over the papers. 

"IT want you to help me put together a marketing plan I 
can show to the board because a project this big will have to 
be voted on. Douglas Holland is the owner of Club Sizzle, and 
I've already set up a meeting with him, two weeks following 
the Lexington showing. I'm going to need the sketches done 
by then." 
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"You got it, boss. Just give me a few days to look over this 
information, and I'll have some preliminary sketches for you 
by the end next week." 

"IT want this to be kept quiet until after I have spoken with 
the board. So, chose the best from the marketing 
department, with the most discretion." Chantal reached over 
for another stack of papers on the table and handed them to 
Liza. 

"What's this?" 

"That is a write up of another idea I'll be broaching to the 
board during our morning meeting tomorrow. It's a proposal 
to start doing all-inclusive packages to our Luxury Palaces." 

"No kidding." Liza started flipping through the packets to 
read some of the plans to implement the change. 

"T've been thinking about our hotels and how expensive it 
is to stay there. Not that I think the price should be 
completely lowered, but maybe it would be beneficial to allow 
some of the rooms to be reasonably priced with a deal, then 
maybe we could give other people who normally wouldn't be 
able to afford to stay, a chance at a little luxury." 

"Well, I think that's a great idea. But, I just want to warn 
you, your idea is kind of like people going to a ritzy school on 
a scholarship." For a brief moment, Liza's gaze lowered to the 
papers then rose again. "I remember the comments and the 
looks I got. As if just because I was there, the place lost its 
value and became run down. So how do you plan to address 
that issue?" 

Getting up and walking to the wet bar, Chantal poured 
them both a beverage. "You would think as a black company 
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we wouldn't show that type of prejudice, because it wasn't 
that long ago we weren't allowed in certain neighborhoods, 
country clubs, and hotels. That was one of the reasons my 
great-grandfather opened up a hotel. He was tired of being 
told he wasn't good enough to stay in one. Then it became a 
place where the rich of all races stayed. The prices went up 
and we locked everyone else out." She sat on the couch after 
passing her friend one of the two glasses in her hand. 

Chantal continued, "Nevertheless, ignorance is always out 
there. We may lose a few customers, but the faithful ones will 
stay. Next week, I'll be flying out to Cancun to have a 
meeting with all of my hotel managers, to discuss some rules 
and regulations about the hotels that would be sent out with 
all of our information packets to our perspective guests who 
will use the plan. I'd like you to come with me, so you could 
get some ideas for the leaflets and brochures we'll send to 
our associating travel agencies." 

"Well, I may have to rearrange some things, but I think I 
can squeeze Cancun in." Liza chuckled as she gathered the 
papers and rose to leave the office. 

"You know, Liza, I'm really happy about you and Tyler, 
whatever happens." Chantal walked over to her computer to 
send out the messages to confirm and remind her managers 
of their coming meeting. 

"So am I." Liza closed the door on her way out. 

Chantal buzzed Tamala. 

"Tamala, I need you to add another seat with mine for my 
trip to Cancun next week." Chantal instructed as her 
secretary came walking in with her ever-present note pad. 
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"Yes, ma'am. I'll also make a call to Miguel Romero, the 
manager and have him reserve another suite. Would you like 
it adjoined to yours?" Tamala spoke clear and precise. 

"Yes, I would. Thank you." She smiled. "Tamala, you stay 
on your toes. What would I ever do without you?" 

Returning her expression, Tamala said, "Let's hope you 
never have to find out. If you need anything else, I'll be at 
my desk." 

As her secretary closed the door, Chantal got down to 


business. 
*K KK XK 


Showing up at Liza's apartment, Tyler knocked on the 
door. He had driven like a madman there to make sure he 
was on time. When Liza opened the door, she appeared as if 
she had walked out of his wildest dreams. He admired her 
dress. She wore a daring black and white dress that clung to 
her petite body and made it hard for him to control his 
imagination. The two colors swirled around her body in what 
seemed to be a mating dance. It was a knee length dress 
with long sleeves, but it was the neckline of the dress that 
captured Tyler's attention. It dipped slightly below her ample 
breasts leaving the cleft between them visible. He needed to 
swallow a few times to regain enough moisture in his mouth 
to speak. "You look gorgeous." 

"I was just thinking the same about you." 

He glanced down at the same gray suit he'd worn to work. 
"I'm sorry I didn't have a chance to change. I had a late 
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meeting that ran over at the office. Our showing is just a 
month away, and things are beginning to become hectic." 

"Yeah, Chantal told me about it." She stepped back to give 
him entrance into her apartment. "I'm ready. I just need to 
get my coat." 

Watching the sway of her hips as she left, he had to 
redirect his attention before he was standing before her with 
a full-blown hard-on. Looking around, he took the opportunity 
to take in his surroundings. The apartment was spacious. 
Most of the furnishings in her room were cream in color. Her 
walls were graced by a few paintings that displayed beautiful 
exotic African women. The one thing he saw that grabbed his 
curiosity was the big screen TV. Tyler guessed it had to be 
about fifty-two inches. Something he would have expected in 
a single man's home. 

"T need it to scope out the competition." Liza's voice broke 
into his probing thoughts. 

"Come again?" Tyler asked as he turned and assisted her 
with her coat. Fall was moving swiftly into winter, and the 
temperature was cold at night. 

"Marketing is my business. So I watch a lot of 
commercials. I'm probably the only person in the world who 
mutes the shows and turns up the volume for the 
advertisements." 

His face must have showed his confusion, because Liza 
clarified. 

"T like to hear and see everything coming at me. I get a 
better feel that way." 
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Tyler smiled, understanding what she meant. He opened 
her front door so they could leave. 

"Is there anything else I need to know about you?" he 
inquired wanting to know everything about her. Placing his 
hand at the small of her back, they made their way to his car. 

She giggled. "I also collect every type of magazine that is 
out." 

"T don't remember seeing any of them around your living 
room." He opened the passenger door to his Mercedes, so she 
could take a seat. 

"That's because I keep them in my second bedroom. I 
coined it my drawing room. The magazines are on four, five 
shelf high bookcases cataloged in alphabetical order." 

They both laughed as Tyler started the car and drove to 
the restaurant. 

At the Italian restaurant, the aromatic smell of fresh herbs 
and spices greeted them as the hostess escorted them to a 
small out of the way table for two. The restaurant with its soft 
music had dim lighting and candles on the tables. 

"This place is simply enchanting." Liza looked around the 
room with a soft glow illuminating her face. 

"So are you." He observed the satisfaction on Liza's face. 
"So, I take it you like Italian food?" 

"There's nothing better, except Chinese runs a close 
second." She gave him a playful wink as she picked up the 
menu to review it. 

"T'll remember that." Taking his gaze away for a moment, 
he selected something from the menu. 
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The waiter came to offer them the night's special of wine. 
Tasting it, he approved the selection. Filling both their 
glasses, the waiter took their order and left. 

"So how did you and Chantal become such good friends?" 
Tyler asked as he sipped his wine. 

Slowly sipping her wine, Liza sat across from him pensive. 
Tyler thought he would have to repeat the question; then she 
began. 

"When I was six, my parents came to work for the 
Montgomerys. Chantal's father was happy to have a playmate 
for his daughter, which showed in his generosity. He paid my 
tuition to attend private school with Chantal. Most of the rich 
students there were snobs. Not many of them accepted Liza 
Tucker, cook and gardener's daughter in their cliques. You 
see my parents didn't own anything, nor did they have butlers 
and maids. They were them. Chantal's father also started a 
trust fund in my name for college. When we were thirteen, we 
found out her father wanted to pay for it all with no strings, 
but my parents didn't feel comfortable in allowing him to do it 
without getting something in return. So, Chantal's father 
wrote up a contract stating that I was Chantal's companion. 
The only person in the house who made a point of reminding 
me of my status was Chantal's Aunt Marilyn." 

By the time she finished with the story, he began choking 
on his glass of wine, and started coughing violently. When 
Liza started to rise from the table and aide him, he lifted his 
hand to let her know he was all right. His first thought was 
that she was joking about her being paid to be Chantal’'s 
companion, until he noticed the intense look in her eyes. 
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"If you'd like to take me home, I'll understand." Taking his 
reaction the wrong way, Liza removed the napkin from her 
lap, placed it on the table. 

Placing a hand over one of hers, he halted her movement. 
"Why would I want to take you home, Liza?" His voice was 
still a little hoarse, from the liquid going down his windpipe. 

"Because my mother is the Montgomery cook and my 
father is their gardener. I don't come from money. I don't 
have the type of background your family would approve of." 

"Sweetheart, it doesn't bother me what your parents do for 
a living. Furthermore, I stopped looking for my parents’ 
approval before I hit puberty." He picked up the hand he held 
and rubbed his thumb across the back. "I like you, Liza, and I 
want us to be together." 

"IT want that too. It's just having parents that are servants 
and going to a school with people who have some of their 
own has made me a little defensive." 

"Yeah, it can be tough." Staring at her, he wanted her to 
know he understood what it was like being embarrassed by 
your family's financial standing. "When my family's business 
went bankrupt, I found out who my true friends were." 

She still looked weary, but she gave him a small smile at 
the personal information he shared. 

At that moment, the waiter arrived at the table and 
brought their food. The rest of the evening they ate, talked 
and danced enjoying the evening together, finding out they 


had more in common than they anticipated. 
* KOK X* 
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When they entered her apartment, Liza said, "I had a 
wonderful evening, Tyler." 

"So did I. It would be a prefect ending to a wonderful 
evening if it could be sealed with a kiss." Tyler moved in 
toward her and slid his hands in her open coat, fitting them 
around her waist. "May I?" 

Gazing at his mouth, she wanted nothing better than to 
bring her lips in contact with full sweetness. However, she 
would wait to let the anticipation build between them. Placing 
her hand on his chest, she said, "I'm sorry, but I don't kiss on 
the first date." 

"Oh, you don't, do you." 

Shaking her head, she felt her short curls bounce around 
her head. 

"T'll wait until our second date then, but not without 
leaving you with this." 

She didn't know what to expect, so when Tyler placed a 
light kiss behind her earlobe, chills started to run up and 
down her body. He replaced his lips with his nose and slowly 
dragged the tip down the side of her neck, and past her 
collarbone. It was the lightest of touches, but she found it to 
be extremely stimulating. 

He continued down through the cleft between her breasts, 
revealed and available by the deep vee cut of her dress's 
collar. Pausing to brush a few strokes from left to right at the 
center of her breasts, he then moved on. A frisson of heat 
followed the path of his nose. 

By the time he stopped at the end of the opening, her toes 
were curled tight in her shoes. 
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Thinking that the gentle torture was over she exhaled a 
pent up breath. When he began to retrace his trail, she bit 
her lip to keep from moaning in pleasurable agony. Finally, he 
reached the sensitive spot behind her other earlobe and 
placed a parting kiss there. 

He moved his lips close to the opening of her ear and 
whispered, "Your perfume drove me crazy all night, and I just 
had to know if you smelled that good all over." Then he stood 
up straight and looked into her eyes. "You do." 

She gazed into his eyes, reading the sensual message 
there causing her knees to feel weak. 

Opening her door, Tyler left her apartment without another 
word. 

But, he had definitely said enough already. 
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Twelve 


Chantal sat with Liza out by the pool in Luxury Palace 
Cancun, loving the feel of the hot sun on her skin. The 
meetings were going well, and there was one more tomorrow 
to tie all of the ideas and suggestions together. Last Friday, 
during the meeting with the board, she had concerns that her 
project plan committee here in Cancun would be gathering 
without the board's approval. Neil Howling fought her every 
step of the way. For every answer she gave to his questions, 
there was another question. He refused to give in. When 
Chantal finally had enough of his unfounded attacks, she 
ended the discussion by calling the proposal to a vote. 

She was glad the rest of the members saw benefits in 
having the hotel offer some all-inclusive packages. Howling 
didn't like it one bit when he and a few of his supporters were 
out voted. Her mind replayed the memory of him getting up 
and walking out of the room like a stubborn child. She could 
only pray he would come around eventually, but now she was 
too happy to have her proposal approved, to be concerned 
with him. 

"Chan, this was a great idea. Winter is coming in so strong 
back at home I'd forgotten what the sun felt like," Liza cooed 
bringing Chantal to the here and now. 

Stretching on the lounger, she emitted a small noise of 
pleasure like her friend. "It's pure heaven. I hate to leave this 
place tomorrow." 
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"So do I, but you know we can't leave here without going 
dancing. A trip to Mexico is never complete without a few 
salsa steps." Liza sat up. 

Rising with her friend, she said, "You've seen my dancing 
skills, Liza. I can barely stay on beat to black music and you 
want me to try Latin." Chantal plopped back down on the 
lounger. "I think not, besides I have some papers to look over 
before tomorrow." Reaching out, she grabbed her colorfully 
decorated fruit smoothie. 

"Chantal, you are not getting out of it. You and I are going 
to an early dinner, then dancing and I'll make sure you are 
back before bed time." 

Frowning, she stared at Liza. "Okay, I'll go now that you've 
made me sound all prudish. But, don't say I didn't warn you 
when everyone runs laughing off the dance floor." 

"You have my word." Liza grabbed her towel and placed 
her shades back on her face. "I'm going in to shower. You 
stay out here and relax a little longer." 

"Aye, aye captain." She gave Liza a mock salute as her 


friend strutted toward the hotel. 
*K KK XK 


They went to the local club in town to get away from the 
tourist crowd. Chantal instructed Liza to find a club out of the 
way so that no one would recognize her. Chantal knew once 
she got on the floor it would be an embarrassing sight. 

The place was packed. She and Liza luckily found a table 
next to the dance floor. While drinking their margaritas, they 
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eyed the Latino couples on the dance floor accomplish moves 
in quick fluid motions. 

"Bailamos, Senoritas," someone spoke behind them. 

She and Liza both turned at the same time. Two handsome 
Latino men, in their late thirties, stood behind their chairs. 

"No, habla espanol." She smiled, when she and Liza said 
the small sentence in unison. 

"It means let's dance, ladies," responded one of the men 
with a thick Mexican accent. 

Nervous, Chantal glanced back toward the dance floor at 
the locals laughing and dancing in time with the music. 
Swallowing she turned around to politely tell the men no, 
when Liza answered first. Before she could disagree, Chantal 
found herself pulled into the moving menagerie of people. 

"I just want to caution you I'm not a good dancer," Chantal 
shouted over the music. 

"You'll do fine as long as you just let yourself move to the 
music. Watch I'll show you." The man stepped back from her 
and did a number of moves on the floor then encouraged 
Chantal to follow him. 

Anxious she searched the dancers, spotting Liza. She saw 
her friend wouldn't be of any assistance. Liza, who easily 
picked up the steps, was dancing freely with her partner. 

Groaning, she turned back to the grinning man and 
signaled for him to show her again. Maybe because she drank 
at least two margaritas during dinner and one at the club, she 
didn't find the steps difficult to execute. She was sure it was 
the alcohol because she felt relaxed and giddy. She felt loose 
and no longer like herself. 
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Two hours went by too quickly. Before she knew it her feet 
were killing her and Liza gave her the signal that it was time 
to go. She waved and shouted thanks as she and Liza left the 
club. The locals had been considerate and welcoming, 
embracing her and Liza into their nightlife without hesitation. 

Twenty minutes later, she and Liza shuffled on sore feet 
into the large sitting room of their suite. Dropping onto the 
couch, she removed her sandals and eyed her red bruised 
toes. "I don't think I'll ever walk again, but that was a great 
idea, Liza. I can't remember when I've had a better time." 

Slouching in one of the room's plush chair, Liza confirmed, 
"It was fun. I told you we'd be back by bedtime." She pointed 
to the clock on the wall. 

Chantal sighed. "It's only nine-thirty and I'm beat. I'll 
never get any work done." She collected her shoes and 
headed to her bedroom on the right side of the sitting room. 

"Don't worry. I'm sure you'll be awake way before the 
meeting. You can review then." Liza reached down and pulled 
off her shoes, heading toward her bedroom on the left. 

Stifling a yawn, she called out to her friend's back, "Good 
night, Liz." Turning, she pushed through her room door and 
admitted to herself that she was beyond tired. The day's 
events were starting to catch up with her. 

"G-night, Chan," she heard Liza call out, seconds before 


their room doors closed simultaneously. 
*K OK OK OK 


When Liza entered her room and closed the door, she 
heard a knock from her other door that led directly into the 
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hallway. In a slow walk to the other of the room, she went to 
the door. 

"Who is it?" 

"Special delivery, Miss Tucker," she heard someone call 
out through the door. 

Did I order something? Her exhausted mind questioned as 
she pulled the door open. 

"Tyler, what are you doing here?" Shocked at the sight of 
her tall, dark, and handsome dream before her, it took her a 
moment to come to her senses. She stepped back to allow 
him to enter, then closed the door behind him. 

"You said you loved Chinese food. So, on a layover I 
stopped and picked up some." Tyler walked over to the table 
in the room and set the bag down. 

"You came all this way just because you know I like 
Chinese food?" Her face tightened. She knew the look on her 
face had to be showing her confusion. 

Stopping, in his job of unpacking the contents from the 
brown bag, Tyler gave her a sexy smile. "That's not the only 
reason I came." Opening one of the containers, he allowed 
the sweet scent of glazed orange chicken to fill the room. 

"Why else did you come?" Her mouth began to water 
making her lick her lips. Guess I danced up an appetite. 

"So, we could have our second date." With chopsticks, he 
gripped a sauce soaked piece of meat and aimed it toward 
her mouth. "Here, taste this." 

Opening her mouth, she allowed the chicken entree. Even 
at lukewarm temperature, the flavor caused her to emit a 
moan. 
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"So, now would you say we are Officially on our second 
date?" Reaching out, he swiped his thumb across her bottom 
lip then brought the small amount of syrupy juice to his 
mouth. 

Swallowing, she answered, "Flying in with good Chinese 
food definitely means we're on our second date." 

He moved around the table and pulled her into his arms. 
"Good. I couldn't wait any longer to kiss you." 

Before she could respond, their lips became one in a deep 
and passionate kiss. 

"Hmm, sweet," he mumbled against her lips, ending the 
kiss. 

"My sentiments exactly." She stretched up on her tiptoes 
and brought her lips back in contact with his. As the kiss 
continued and the ardor grew between them, the food was 


forgotten until much later. 
* OK OK X* 


The next morning Chantal got up early as usual and 
completed all of the work she put off last night for the final 
meeting. She showered, dressed and was on her way to 
breakfast. Deciding to see if Liza wanted to join her and 
possibly get some last minute shopping in before the meeting 
that afternoon and they headed home. 

Breezing into Liza's room, she noticed Jumps under the 
blanket. She shook her head. Her best friend would sleep 
until the sun went down if given the opportunity. Wel// not 
today sleepyhead. 
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Walking to the window, she pulled open the curtains in the 
bedroom then crossed over to the bed. "Liz, I can only guess 
it's this beautiful Mexican weather that's causing you to be 
lazy this morning," she said, grabbing the edge of the blanket 
and flinging it back off her friend. 

"It must be that." Liza winked at her. 

For an instant, Chantal froze with her mouth gaped wide 
open, surprised. 

She had never been more embarrassed, as she was 
standing there seeing her friend and Tyler lying in the bed, 
both wearing nothing but smiles. Quickly, she snatched the 
cover back again and threw it over them, exiting the room. 

Laughter followed Chantal's retreating steps from the two 


naked forms in bed. 
*K K OK XK 


An hour later, Liza came sashaying into the dining room, 
joining Chantal for breakfast. 

"May I get you something?" the waiter asked, following her 
friend to the table and passing her a menu. 

"Yes." Scanning the menu, she called out, "Two eggs, a 
pancake, three pieces of turkey bacon, toast and a large 
orange juice, please." 

Nodding the waiter said, "I'll be right back with your 
orange juice." 

After the waiter left, Chantal commented, "That's some 
appetite you have there." 
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"It's interesting to know how many different ways you can 
work one up." A sly smile slowly crept its way across Liza's 
face. 

Chantal dramatically rolled her eyes at her friend. "So 
where's your partner in crime?" 

"He took the ten o'clock flight out." 

The waiter silently deposited the drink in front of Liza and 
left. 

"Want to know why he was here?" Liza asked. 

"Why?" She only asked because her friend looked ready to 
burst with the information, but Chantal thought what she saw 
made his trip obvious. 

"He came because he said he couldn't wait any longer to 
have our second date, so he could kiss me." 

Feeling a little jealous, she replied sarcastically, "Must 
have been some kiss. It knocked you right out of your 
clothes." 

Liza waved her tone away, unfazed by her mood and 
smiled. "It was the kind of kiss where you can feel your life 
changing." 

Leaning back in her seat and feeling like a bitch for the 
way she was treating her friend's happiness, she said, "I 
know exactly what you mean." Glancing down, she allowed 
her mind to drift for a moment to thoughts of Stephan. 

"Oh, by the way he also asked me to be his date to the 
showing in Jamaica." She drank from her orange juice and set 
the glass back down. "He said something about you 
speaking." 


238 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


Looking back at Liza, she said, "Yeah, I'm supposed to be 
giving the opening speech." 

"You don't sound happy about it. If you don't want to do it, 
just tell Tyler." Liza eyed her arriving meal with a gleam of 
hunger in her eyes as the waiter set her plates down in front 
of her and she dug in. 

Chantal laughed at the moan of pleasure her friend gave to 
the first bite. "It's not that I don't want to speak. It's just that 
Stephan will be there." 

"It's been a long time since you guys have seen each 
other." Liza put down her fork full of eggs and looked at her. 
"How are you going to handle that?" 

It had been a long time. It was exactly four months since 
she and Stephan had seen each other. The last thing she'd 
heard from him was the flowers on her birthday and the short 
phone call. Before that, it was the note that wished her well in 
business. She hadn't told Liza about their wedding night and 
how she had been rejected. That was a secret she slept with 
every night. 

By day, she took Stephan's wishes and became a 
successful businesswoman. At night, she relived his rejection 
and became the put aside wife. Living in his parent's house 
was torture. Everything in that house retained his impression 
on it. 

His parents were good to her, but no one could replace the 
void he left in her heart. 

"I don't know yet. I figured I'd cross that bridge once I got 
to it." Chantal sipped at her room temperature apple juice. 
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"Well, one thing you can do to prepare yourself is go 
shopping and buy yourself a dress for the event. So let's get 
down to business." Liza consumed her last two bites of food. 

Chantal checked her watch. "We have about two hours 
before the meeting will start." 

"That's plenty of time." 

Shrugging, Chantal said, "Why not." 

They placed a tip on the table and left the hotel restaurant. 

Downtown, Chantal and Liza perused the local stores until 
they found a shop selling formal style dresses. 

"We're looking for some hot and sexy dresses. That would 
drive two fine men crazy," Liza told the saleswoman at a 
formal boutique in the town center. 

"Liza, you know I don't do hot and sexy well," Chantal 
whispered, when the sales lady walked off to get some 
dresses she thought they would like. 

"Well, maybe it's time you started. I'm not trying to get 
into you and Stephan's business, but I think he needs a wake 
up call." Liza rested her hands on her hips. "And there's 
nothing else that can say wake up, like a beautiful woman in 
a sexy dress." 

"Beautiful ... ha! You need to get your eyes checked. 
Evidently your sight is worse than mine." Chantal wiggled her 
glasses. "Don't get me wrong, I don't think I'm ugly. But, I 
would never use beautiful to describe myself." Chuckling, she 
said, "I'm not even going to touch sexy." 

"Chantal, I've been telling you all of our lives, to stop 
selling yourself short. You're an attractive woman, and 
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everybody would be able to see it if you just stopped covering 
it up." Liza pointed to Chantal's apparel. 

She knew Liza had a point about the male style clothes 
that she wore. Over the past few weeks, she had the same 
thought. It was time for her to start dressing more like a 
woman and less like a man. She was finally getting some of 
the respect she deserved and no longer felt she needed to 
prove her actions at every turn. 

Stephan was due back soon, and Chantal wanted him to 
start seeing her as a woman. She wanted Stephan to become 
her husband in every way, not just in name only. Since their 
first kiss in the gazebo, she came to realize that business was 
not enough to fill her. She needed more and that more was 
Stephan. She no longer wanted him to have to seek other 
women to satisfy him. She wanted to learn to do it. 

"Liza, I have a favor to ask you." Chantal raised her voice 
loud enough to be heard by Liza through the dressing room 
wall that separated them, as they tried on the dresses the 
saleswoman brought them. 

"Ask away." Liza's response was muffled. 

Clothes off, she shimmied the dress up her hips. "I want to 
have a complete makeover, and I want you to help me." 

Liza flung open Chantal's dressing room door. "Are you 
serious?" 

"Yes, I'm serious." Clutching the dress to her chest, she 
peeped over Liza's shoulder making sure other costumers 
could not see her. Struggling into the dress with one hand, 
she stepped out of the small cubicle so she could look at her 
reflection in the full-length mirror. 
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"T'd love to help you, but I have to ask." Liza moved 
between her and the mirror needing the back of her dress 
zipped. "What brought on the sudden change?" 

"It really isn't all that sudden. I've been thinking about it 
for a while. Stephan is coming back, and I want him to see 
me as areal woman ... his wife. Not just the head of 
Montgomery Hotels." 

"Well, you got my services. We'll start tomorrow," Liza 
assured her with a smile. 

"Thanks, Liz, you're a true friend." She hugged her friend. 
"Now, do you think this dress is too much?" Chantal shifted 
from side to side in the mirror admiring the red sequins dress 
with its bold split in the front and bare back. 

"I think that dress would look better on you if it were 
emerald green. Then you would definitely look hot and sexy." 
Chantal felt a little uneasy about the daring dress, but 
decided it was no time like the present to start dressing 

differently. 


* KOK X* 


The next morning the ringing phone next to the bed woke 
Chantal out of her restless sleep. She fought her way through 
the covers to answer it. 

"Hello?" Chantal mumbled into the receiver. 

"Rise and shine, Chantal. It's time to change your life." 
Liza was entirely too chipper on the other end, especially for 
it to be morning. 

"What time is it? Didn't we just get off the plane?" 
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"That was hours ago. It's now nine-thirty and time is a 
wastin'." 

"Nine-thirty?" Scrambling around her nightstand, she tried 
to grab her clock to see the time and knocked it onto the 
floor. Groaning she sat up. 

"T'll be over in one hour, so get up," Liza instructed, then 
hung up. 

She hung up the dead receiver and dragged her tired body 
out of bed. She'd only gotten a few winks of sleep last night 
after the plane ride and drive in from the airport. Her 
thoughts of Stephan kept her awake until the early hours of 
the morning, explaining why she was still in bed. Dragging 
herself out of bed, she went into the bathroom and jumped 
into a cold shower. She needed a quick shock that would 
wake up her senses, and the cold sprays did the trick. Turning 
the water to warm, she washed up and got out. When she 
walked back into the room, she noticed Phelps and Vanneca 
were both curled up together in a ball. She smiled at the 
picture they made. 

If all went well, then one day she and Stephan would be 
lying together just like them. Content in each other's arms. 
She walked over and scratched both cats behind the ear. 

Walking over to her closet, she pulled out a pair of jeans 
and a sweater to wear. Unlike Cancun, Virginia was rolling 
head first into winter. She quickly combed her hair and pulled 
it back into the ever-present bun, donned her glasses and left 
the room. 
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Liza was just pulling up when she walked out the front 
door. Getting into the car, they headed toward Potomac Mills 


Mall outside of D.C. 
*K KK XK 


"Why are we going in the lingerie store? I thought we were 
going shopping for me a new wardrobe," Chantal asked as 
they stood in the middle of Victoria's Secret. 

"We are buying you a new wardrobe, and the first things 
we're going to replace are those granny cotton panties you're 
so fond of wearing." 

Folding her arms over her chest, she asked, "What's wrong 
with cotton panties?" 

"Nothing's wrong with them on granny. But, Chan, if you 
want to dress appealing, you've got to feel sensual. And the 
way to do it is with a little lace, satin and maybe a thong or 
two." Liza swung a pair of panties, with little material around 
her fingers for effect. 

"You're not getting me into those things." Grabbing the 
skimpy underwear from Liza, she placed it back on the table 
where her friend got them. The thought of the scrap of 
material riding between her ass cheeks was making her 
chafe. 

"Just wait, you'll come around." Pulling a blue negligee off 
a rack, Liza shoved it at her. "Here try this on." Her friend 
pushed her into the dressing room at the back of the store. 

"It's a shame that not everyone has a body made for sex 
apparel." 
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Hearing the voice that was just as irritating as nails ona 
chalkboard, Chantal turned around and saw Nicole standing in 
front of an open changing room door. Chantal wanted to 
throw-up as she watched Nicole bounce her breasts around as 
she adjusted a flaming red satin bra over her excessive 
bosoms in one of the store mirrors. 

"You know, Nicole, I believe they expect you to stay in the 
dressing room while trying on the lingerie." Chantal doubted 
Nicole knew the definition of inappropriate behavior. 

"That's only for those who are ashamed of their body." 
Turning away from the mirror Nicole faced her. "Or repulsed 
by it." Nicole cackled. 

Dropping a hand on her hip, Chantal spoke in a brash 
tone, daring Nicole to contradict her. "I'm not ashamed of my 
body." 

Nicole sashayed slowly toward her, stopped mere inches 
away from being toe to toe, and said, "That's right, Chantal, 
Stephan's the one who's ashamed of it. Isn't that why he 
moved back to Spain?" 

"You no account bit—" 

Liza chose that moment to enter the dressing area and 
gripped her arms keeping her from launching her self at the 
malicious whore. 

"Unless you want to find yourself needing assistance to get 
that bra from down your throat, I suggest you find yourself 
something else to do besides opening your mouth," Liza 
suggested, eyeing Nicole up and down with a killer look. 
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With a lot of snorting and eye rolling, Nicole took good 
advice and stepped into the small cubicle where her clothes 
were. 

Taking a calming breath, Chantal entered another cubicle 
far away from Nicole. Soon, her nemesis changed and left the 
intimates boutique. Chantal breathed easier once Nicole was 
gone. 

Liza escorted her in and out of different shops all over the 
indoor outlet mall until they had every aspect of apparel 
covered. They made a stop at the hairdresser where Liza 
waited as she got her hair touched up, cut and layered. 
Chantal even had a makeup consultation done. Their last stop 
of the day was to pick up Chantal's contact lenses. In Cancun, 
Liza had insisted Chantal call her optometrist and get a 
prescription ordered, so they could pick them up today. It 
took Chantal six tries before she finally got the hang of 
putting them in. 

Back in the car, Chantal said, "Well, I believe we've 
covered everything in making me a new woman." 

Sitting behind the wheel, Liza gave her a wicked smile. 
"Not yet. We have one more stop." She paused as she took 
and exit off I-95. "The Love Boat." 

Recognizing the name of the erotic product store, she 
glanced at her friend. "Why are we going there? Stephan and 
I have barely touched the peak of the mountain of sex. I 
don't think we are ready for anything kinky." 

Pulling into the exotic store's parking lot, Liza chuckled. 
"Probably not. But, every couple can benefit from a little 
Kama Sutra education." 
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"Oh hell, what have I gotten myself into," she groaned as 


she got out the car. 
* KOK X* 


Stephan sat down at his computer and typed out the last 
e-mail to Chantal. By the read receipt he had attached, he 
knew she had opened and read them. He'd smiled when he 
got her e-mail informing the anonymous sender that the e- 
mails had been miss sent. He also knew she looked at them 
first thing in the morning when she arrived at work by the 
time on the receipt. 

One day, Tyler told him that when he arrived at Chantal's 
office for a morning meeting to discuss the showing, she'd 
been sitting at her computer teary eyed over a poem she 
believed had come to her by accident. It moved him to know 
she loved the words from his heart so much. 

"Maybe there is hope for us yet." 

Stephan was on his way home next week, and he didn't 
intend for this poem to make her cry. He was aiming for a 
completely different reaction. 

During the past four months, he reviewed the reports from 
Tyler, and he understood his wife was leaving her footprint in 
the business world. His chest swelled with pride for Chantal's 
accomplishments. She fought her way through tough 
circumstances and was still standing. Last week, he called his 
father and told him he no longer was needed in Spain and he 
would be coming home. After the Jamaica showing, he 
planned to start running the company from Montgomery's 
offices. 
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His father was glad he was finally coming home. A few 
weeks ago his father had already over-nighted him the 
documents allowing him to assume controlling interest of the 
company. Making his gaining the presidential seat for 
Lexington Jewelry smooth and without a lot of fanfare; he'd 
had enough of that already. 

He wondered if Chantal would feel the same way, if she 
were ready to be his wife in every way. Tired of being alone, 
he was ready to go back and test the waters. He wanted a 
real wife and possibly children within the next year or so. 

If he and Chantal gave a hundred percent, he believed 
they could be good together. He knew he could, but he wasn't 
sure if Chantal would put her company after him and the 
family they could build. 

The showing in Jamaica was next weekend. He and the 
other twelve gemologists on his staff had completed the 
designs. Not wanting them to leave his sight until the 
showing, he would carry them back with him in a secured 
briefcase on the plane. It was hard for him to wait for his first 
official showing since becoming president. Everyone, who was 
anyone, would be there, especially Chantal. 

Purposely, he had Tyler ask her to make the opening 
speech for the night. He could have done it, but he wanted to 
make sure she was going to be there. He wanted everyone to 
see them as the couple they were going to become. This 
would be the first time they would be seen together since the 
wedding. Concerned with the gossipmongers questioning their 
marital absences, he had spoken with Tyler about sending out 
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a press report about his absence. Saying he was in Spain 
completing the designs for the showing. 

Tyler told him there had been some questions after the 
release. People wondered about why he chose to work out of 
Spain's small workshop instead of the big one at 
Montgomery's home office. Tyler made up something about 
him having a quirk about finishing a project where he started 
it. The reports had finally backed off. 

Stephan sent off the e-mail then got up from his desk to 
finish packing all of his things for his trip home. 
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Thirteen 


Monday morning dawned and Chantal woke up feeling as if 
it was going to be a good day. After the weekend of shopping 
and more, she felt completely renewed, like a new woman. 
She showered and dressed in a new outfit and added a touch 
of makeup. When she looked at herself in the mirror, she saw 
a carefree, confident woman staring back at her. She was 
finally her own person. No longer would she allow the 
shadows of doubt her aunt always placed on her to hang in 
the back of her mind. She was a woman on a mission. By the 
time she saw Stephan in Jamaica she would have this new 
image down pat. 

Turning to Phelps and Vanneca, who always held a position 
on the bed, she asked, "What do you two think?" Both cats 
responded with a meow in unison. "The cats' meow. I'll take 
that as a compliment." She grabbed her briefcase and headed 


for the office. 
*K KK XK 


Dropping off the edited copy of the meeting minutes on 
her secretary's desk, Chantal went into her office and closed 
the door. Sitting in her chair, she sifted through the mail left 
from the Friday before and began to make notes to herself 
and make her To Do List with appointments and meetings she 
needed to schedule. 

After they were all organized, she turned to her computer, 
wiggled her mouse and entered her password. As she 
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expected, she had just as much e-mail as snail mail. One 
stack cluttered up her desk and the other her system. 

She opened and answered each message and added things 
to her list, ensuring no crisis had come about while she and 
the hotel managers were in Cancun. As she got down to the 
last messages, she noticed she received another poem from 
the love man. Expecting a reply to her e-mail telling her 
thank you for informing him of his mistake, she opened it. 
Starting to read it, she realized it was not a reply as well as 
being different from the others. 

My Paramour, 

My eyes burn, to view the sight of your naked form. 

My mouth thirsts to be quenched by the nectar of your 
peaks. 

My hands shake, to feel the cool sweat that glistens on 
your body. 

My ears ring, with the sound of your echoing cries. 

My body aches, to be pressed deeply with yours in unity. 

At night, my mind is haunted with dreams of us entwined 
in passion. 

It is not long before we will be. 

Chantal's body shook with the desire brought on by the 
written words on the screen. Never before had she heard or 
read words that filled her with such deep passion. With every 
verse she read, her mind conjured up images of her and 
Stephan reenacting the scene. Her breathing increased. She 
could physically feel Stephan's body touching hers. A frisson 
of heat raced down her spine as she thought about hearing 
him whisper the words in her ear. The images made her 
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thighs ache and wetness pool in the seat of her panties. She'd 
never masturbated before, but at this moment she could see 
the benefit in being able to relieve herself. 

Standing up from her desk, she moved toward her wet 
bar. She needed something cold to drink to lower the 
temperature of her body. 

Pouring herself a glass of water, she added plenty of ice 
then walked over to the window behind her desk and drank 
liberally from it. 

When the door to her office opened, she didn't turn 
around. Her secretary always let her know when she'd arrived 
in the morning. Without turning around, she said, "Tamala, 
please call the maintenance department and ask them to turn 
down the heat. It feels exceptionally warm in here today." 

"Are you Sure it's the heater that's affecting you?" 

Swinging around, Chantal turned at the sound of the voice 
that wasn't Tamala's. Is my mind playing tricks on me? 
Maybe the poem caused her to start hallucinating. But, there 
in the flesh was Stephan leaning against the doorjamb ina 
causal stance. Her mind went blank. Seeing him right after 


reading, that poem left her speechless. 
* OK OK X* 


Stephan may have appeared to look casual, but he only 
leaned against the door because he didn't trust himself to 
support his own weight. When Chantal turned around and he 
saw all of the changes she'd done to herself in his absence, 
he was stunned. 
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She wore a navy blue suit. The jacket was snug fitting. He 
could not help but notice how it outlined the fullness of her 
breasts. As his eyes traveled downward, his body received a 
jolt when he first noticed she was wearing a skirt, then 
another one when he saw it stopped mid-thigh. He felt all the 
blood rush to his cock as he took in the sight of her long legs. 
Chantal's long legs encased in the sexiest pair of sheer black 
stockings he had ever seen. Shoving his hands in his pants 
pockets, he tried to contain his vigor. All he wanted to do was 
march over to her and stroke the silky smoothness of her 
legs. 

He had arrived at the office early, just to sit at his 
computer and wait for the read receipt letting him know his 
wife was reading the poem. It was all part of his plan to see 
the response his erotic words would have on her. However, 
he was the one to be knocked out of the part with desire. 

Pushing her shoulders back, Stephan watched the 
transformation as she regained her composure, then moved 
over to the bar and returned her glass before stepping behind 
her desk once again. Did her hips always sway like that when 
she walked? 

Seeing the seams traveling up the back of her legs and 
disappearing under her skirt, he needed a drink himself. Lust 
had a hold of him, and he wanted to get a hold of her. Lay 
her flat on her desk, push that enticing skirt high around her 
waist and taste her. Bury his face between her sweet thighs 
and quench his thirst with the cream from her pussy. Yeah, 
his body wanted to do a lot of things he should have done on 
their wedding night. Strolling to the bar to pour himself a cold 
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glass of grape juice, he watched Chantal glance in his 
direction skittishly before she made a few clicks on her 
computer with her mouse. He wondered if she had saved the 
e-mails. 

Leaning back, she crossed her legs taking on a composed 
look. "Hello, Stephan. I wasn't expecting to see you until 
Friday, in Jamaica." 

"I decided I wanted to come home and get some of my 
things settled in." As he looked at her, he was glad he 
changed his plans. Gulping down the drink, he set the empty 
glass on the counter of the bar and walked over to Chantal. 

With the window behind her, he got a good look at the 
difference in her hair. It was not only loose, but also straight 
and cut to frame her face. Her face held the slightest hint of 
makeup, all natural tones. He could clearly see the topaz 
flakes, which seemed to stand out more in her eyes. The 
biggest change was she no longer wore her thick glasses. 

"So, have you already been home?" 

He noticed her slight fidget with the hem of her skirt as he 
perused her new look. So, we're not so cool, Mrs. Lexington. 

"No. I stopped by the office to talk with Tyler. He hasn't 
come in yet, so I decided to come here and see if you were 
in." 

"Here I am. It's quiet in the mornings. It gives me time to 
get my thoughts in order for the day's events." Her tongue 
popped out and slid across her bottom lip. 

His gaze followed. Her actions caused him to stifle a groan. 
Being this close to her made him remember every sensual 
moment between them, vividly. 
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"Is there something you wanted to talk with me about?" 
she asked, breaking into his fantasy. 

He cleared his throat. "Yes, I wanted to know if you would 
have dinner with me tonight, around seven?" Stephan was 
entering into phase two of his plan to woo his wife. He wanted 
them to get to know each other and not have the 
uncomfortable feelings that were always present in the air 
since they first found out they were getting married. 

His wife's mouth opened, then closed, then opened again. 
Finally, she spoke in a soft voice. "I think that would be nice." 

"T'll see you then." Walking to the door, he stopped, turned 
back to face her. "By the way, sweetheart, I like the new 
look. It's you." 

Her smile brightened the room and gave his day the start 
he was looking for. 

"Thank you." 

Today was a good day, he thought to himself as he exited 


her office. 
*K KK XK 


Seven o'clock sharp, Stephan watched Chantal descend 
the stairs, heading toward him at the bottom. His eyes 
feasted on the dress she chose to wear, and he began to get 
a new appreciation for his wife. Like a butterfly in a cocoon all 
her life, she was finally breaking free. 

The long gold satin dress she wore left her shoulders bare 
and allowed a peek at her legs through the split in the front 
as she gracefully made each step. 
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She stood before him on the last step. "You're absolutely 
enchanting." 


"And you're very handsome, sir." 
*K OK K OK 


Chantal's senses delighted in how good Stephan looked in 
his all black suit. The color made his eyes appear to be dark 
as coal. She felt lost and saved at the same time as she 
gazed into them. When he raised her hand to his mouth and 
kissed it, heat moved up her body, from the point where his 
lips contacted her skin. Even the simplest touch from him 
made her skin come alive. 

"You two make a fine couple." Bernard and Julia Lexington 
came into the room from the dining room, just having 
finished their meal. 

"You look lovely, Chantal." Julia's broad smile showed her 
joy. 

"Thank you, Julia. I feel lovely." She glanced at Stephan 
and felt breathless. If she didn't get a hold of herself, she'd 
pass out by the time the appetizer arrived at the table. 

"Well, we don't want to hold you from dinner. We just 
wanted you to know we are happy to see you together." 
Bernard patted his son on his back and continued up the 
stairs with his wife. 

"Shall we go, Mrs. Lexington?" Stephan held out his arm so 
Chantal could take it. 

"We shall." Chantal took hold of his arm, and they left the 
house. 
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"It's all so beautiful." Chantal glanced around in awe. The 
restaurant was elegant. She hadn't been taken to a 
restaurant on this level in years. As she looked around, she 
noticed the tables were well spaced for privacy. Over the 
dance floor hung the biggest crystal chandelier she'd ever 
seen. It amazed her that the ceiling could take such weight. 

"Nothing matches your beauty." He leaned toward her, his 
eyes dark and intense. 

Stephan's flattering me and giving compliments. She didn't 
know how to respond to him. In the months they'd been apart 
she knew she had changed, but apparently he'd done the 
same. 

If he continued to stare at her with such fondness, she 
wouldn't be able to get through dinner. Her insides were in 
knots. Her husband was home. Not only home, but also 
acting as if he wanted this marriage to work. As much as she 
wanted them together, she was trying to pace herself and see 
where all this was leading. Maybe Stephan's plans weren't the 
same as hers. 

The waiter came over with the wine list and handed it to 
Stephan. 

"Bring us a bottle of your finest champagne, please." He 
passed the list back to the waiter without opening it. 

"Are we celebrating something?" 

"Yes, we are." Those obsidian eyes met her own. "We are 
celebrating new beginnings and us. I know I haven't been a 
good husband over the past six months, but I want to be if 
you'll have me, sweetheart." 
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She shook her head. "Stephan, we both have made 
mistakes where this marriage is concerned. I take just as 
much responsibility for the distance between us." 

"I know everything can't be fixed overnight, but I want to 
make a start." He reached his hand across the table and held 
hers. 

Warmth surrounded her hand and she smiled. "I want that, 
too." 

The waiter brought back the bottle of champagne on the 
wine cart and poured Stephan just enough in a glass to taste. 
After Stephan's approval, the man filled both of their glasses, 
handed them their menus then departed. 

"To Mr. and Mrs. Stephan Lexington." He tilted his glass 
toward hers. 

"To new beginnings." She clinked her glass against his. 

They both took a sip. 

She felt like the champagne, all bubbly inside. 

Not leaving them for long, the waiter returned and 
received their orders. 

"May I have this dance, Mrs. Lexington?" He stood beside 
their table offering her his hand. 

"T would be honored, Mr. Lexington." 

On the dance floor, she rested her head against Stephan's. 
She relaxed in the serenity of his arms. Stephan seemed just 
as content, remaining quiet for a while and swaying his body 
in time with hers as Robin Thicke's gentle romantic words in 
"Lost Without You" serenaded them. 

Glancing over his shoulder, she noticed the other couples 
around the restaurant watching them. Maybe, as her husband 
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held her in his strong arms, a few of the rumors that had 
been going around about their separation were being 
dispelled. 

"Chantal, I know there was talk about us while I've been 
gone. Some of them even managed to travel to Spain where I 
was, sO I know you probably heard more than your fair 
share." 

"Enough came my way," she said briefly, stroking the back 
of his neck with her thumb. The things she had heard were 
painful. 

He pulled back, his gaze searching hers. 

"I never meant for you to be hurt, Chantal." He slowly 
dragged a finger down the side of her face. "Just thought I 
was giving you what you needed, space to run your 
business." 

She knew she could've used this moment to put Stephan 
in his place. Fuss him out and tell him what a bastard he had 
been for leaving her and any number of things. However, she 
pushed it aside. Not out of fear. But, out of desire. A desire to 
end the rift between them and have her husband back. "I'd 
appreciate being asked the next time, before you leave me in 
the middle of the night." 

Stephan grinned as understanding lit up his dark eyes, 
making them appear onyx. "You got it." 

When the song ended, he guided her back to their table. 

Through dinner, she got a chance to get to know the real 
Stephan as they discussed the Jamaica showing and the up 
coming projects at Montgomery. She saw fire and excitement 
in his eyes as he talked about his job. Then he listened 
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attentively as she discussed hers. It felt good to be with him. 
Too good. 

"I was glad to see you still chose to wear my ring, even 
though there was distance between us." He glanced down at 
her left hand. 

Looking down as well, she watched the lights from the 
chandler make the stones come alive as she admired the gift 
from her husband. "We may have been separated, but I never 
forgot we were still married. Besides the rings still take my 
breath away." 

Grabbing her hand, he said, "Every time I look at emeralds 
and topaz stones, they remind me of your eyes." 

"I remember you telling me you designed and carved the 
set yourself. You are talented. Have you always wanted to be 
a gemologist?" 

"No, but in the Lexington family you have no choice. I'm 
sure my sister called from New York a few times over the 
summer." He intertwined his fingers with hers as he spoke. 

"Yes, she did. I've even spoken to Veronica this fall as 
she's been working on her doctorate." 

The waiter moved in and received their dessert selection, 
then left. 

He chuckled, continuing the conversation. "Yeah, Pudge 
loves chemistry and Ohio. She's thinking about staying there 
to live when she finishes school." 

"You never did say what you would've chosen to do instead 
of work with precious stones." 
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The waiter returned. Giving her a dish of vanilla ice cream, 
covered with hot caramel and Stephan chocolate mousse. 
They thanked the man and he departed. 

Lifting a spoonful of ice cream dripping with thick caramel, 
she placed it into her mouth and moaned with oral delight. 

"When I was in college, I would've loved to run in the 
Olympics," he gave a husky response to her question. 

The sound of his voice drew her eyes to his. Two dark 
pools of heat stared at her mouth. 

His gaze rose to hers. "But, right now, I'd give anything to 
be a silver spoon. I've never heard anyone eat with such 
pleasure." 

Her heart rate increased, causing her blood to pound in her 
ears. She felt heated and lightheaded from Stephan's words 
and the intensity of his look. He made her fantasize about the 
two of them covered in caramel, consuming it off each other, 
one slow lick at a time. 

She swallowed, attempted to relieve the tension of 
excitement around her throat. "I can't help it. It's good. Have 
you tried it before?" 

"No," came his raspy reply. 

Dipping into her dessert, she served him a spoonful 
covered in warm caramel. "Here, have a taste." 

Opening his mouth, he allowed her to place the treat 
inside. His eyes never wavered, as his lips closed around the 
spoon, tasting it. 

He groaned. 

"So what do you think, Stephan? Isn't it heavenly?" 
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"That's not quite the word I'd use." He leaned back and 
cleared his throat while squirming briefly in his seat. "But, it 
was definitely an experience I'd love to try in another 
setting." 

She wondered if he had the same thought about the 
dessert as she did and was just as aroused. Pushing her 
erotic dreams aside for now, she concentrated on enjoying 
the rest of the evening. Hoping it was a first of many. 

When they arrived home and reached the room Stephan 
had grown up in, he leaned into her, and kissed her softly on 
the cheek. 

He pulled away and then stood there for a brief moment. 

"Stephan, I had a nice evening." 

"So did I," he answered, then turned and headed down the 


hall to the guestroom. 
* KOK X* 


On her way home, Chantal reminisced about the wonderful 
week with Stephan. They took walks together in the evening 
and had picnics in the park at lunchtime. Stephan stopped by 
her office frequently just to say hi. She enjoyed every sweet 
moment of it, but she had to be honest with herself. It was 
bugging her that her husband never did anything more than 
give her soft sweet kisses. It was sexually frustrating. 

They were married, husband and wife, but since his return 
from Spain, he hadn't even moved back into the bedroom. It 
was his room and their marriage bed. She wanted him to 
claim both. 
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Pulling into the driveway, she recalled the passionate 
kisses they shared prior to his trip to Spain. She knew they 
enjoyed each other's company, but maybe Stephan was no 
longer attracted to her sexually. Even if she did change 
everything about herself to become attractive to him, it just 
wasn't enough. Chantal knew Stephan was a virile man, and 
if he was not taking pleasures with her, his wife, then maybe 
he was seeking it elsewhere. 

What other reason could there be for his not coming to 
her? She questioned as she got out of the car. 

She refused to go to him again for fear of rejection, even 
though it hurt her pride to admit. Chantal acknowledged to 
herself that she would just have to be happy and content with 
a comfortable marriage as it stood. 

Walking into the house, the words of the last poem came 


creeping into her mind. She knew she wanted more. 
*K OK K OK 


Stephan headed toward the pool house to change into his 
trunks. He and Chantal planned to meet after work and go for 
an evening swim. While in his dad's study going over some 
papers, time got away from him. Looking down at his watch, 
he noticed he still had about thirty minutes before Chantal 
would arrive home at her normal six fifteen, just barely 
making it before dinner was served at six thirty. 

Walking into the pool house he froze. Chantal stood with 
her back to him wiggling her body into what appeared to be a 
full bathing suit. He couldn't tell because from where he stood 
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rooted to the floor, the only thing covered was her saucy, 
round ass. 

"Damn," he uttered, as the thought about how close a 
semi-naked Chantal was in front of him. If he'd only been a 
few seconds earlier, he would have gotten an eye full. 

Startled by his voice, she jumped and turned quickly with 
her arms plastered across her breasts like a shield. The upper 
half of the bathing suit dangled around her waist. 
"Stephan..." she whispered, making tentative steps 
backwards. 

For long moments, he prayed for her to drop her arms or 
Superman's ex-ray vision. "Please don't move, Chantal," he 
commanded. 

He moved closer to her. 

It took everything within him to walk over to her slowly, 
when all of his hormones were telling him to run. 

Finally, he was before her. Reaching out his hand to her 
shoulder, he gently slid it down her arm until his fingers 
arrived at one of her hands cupping her breasts. He 
proceeded to make small circles on the back of it. Her skin 
was smooth as glass and warm as sunrays. 

Leaning forward, he whispered into her ear, "Do you know 
how bad I want to ask you to move your hands, sweetheart?" 

"No..." she sounded breathless. 

"At night when I sleep, sweetheart, the only thing I dream 
about is—" 

Buzz. Buzz. 

He stepped back, looking around the room. "Do you hear 
something buzzing?" 
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"It's my cell phone," she responded hesitantly, then bit 
down on the side of her lip while she moved past him to 
retrieve her phone. 

"I'm sure you need to get that, so I'll give you the privacy 
you need." He grabbed his trunks from the cabinet and 
marched into the bathroom. 

Pissed and aroused, his mind raced with erratic thoughts. 
Unless Montgomery Hotels was in the process of burning to 
the ground, he didn't see what was so damn important that it 
couldn't wait until the morning. 

Swiftly, he changed out of his clothes and into his bathing 
apparel. When he exited the bathroom, he didn't see his wife 
anywhere in sight. 

Leaving the small outside building, he spotted her climbing 
out of the water from the ladder on the side of the pool. As 
she continued up the ladder, he could see a perfect view of 
the now wet and clinging bathing suit outlining every curve of 
her breasts and womanhood, igniting the flame in his groin 
again. 

Without a word to her, he dove into the water and stroked 
out ten laps before he came up for air feeling cooler from 
head to toe. 

"Seems you've had a hard day," she commented when he 
swam over to where she sat on the edge of the pool watching 
him. 

"You wouldn't believe it if I told you." Before the 
conversation started in the direction that would cause him to 
have to push out some more laps, he steered the 
conversation away from him. "Everything okay at work?" 
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"Things are going well. I'm starting to feel like I'm getting 
a handle on everything. There are less days that go by where 
I feel like I want to pick up the phone and call my aunt on 
something." 

"Did you call her a lot when you first took over?" 

"No, but I wanted to." She hung her head down and stared 
into her lap, as her feet kicked in the water. 

"Why didn't you?" He rested his biceps on the rim of the 
pool. "I know I've called my dad a number of times. I still talk 
to him during the evenings about the business. Bounce some 
of my ideas off him. Who knows, some of the things I think of 
he may have already tried." 

Lifting her head, she stared at him. "It must be nice to 
have someone there to help you along the way." Gazing off in 
the distance, she said, "My dad would have been someone I 
could lean on for support, but not Aunt Marilyn. She likes 
independence and people who learn to stand on their own two 
feet." 

"I'm sorry to hear that." Not wanting to put a damper on 
the nice time they were having he shifted the subject again. 
"So, who was that on the phone?" 

"Cedric Dennis, my PR guy, and a team are heading down 
to Cancun to do some promotional stuff for the all-inclusive 
packages to the hotel. They leave out tomorrow morning, and 
they needed some last minute information from me. His team 
is still at the office hammering out some changes that I 
wanted made." 

"So are they set to leave now?" 
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"All set." Her smile showed the confidence she had in her 
public relations staff. 

"Good then there should be no more interruptions." 
Levering himself out of the water, he sat next to her. 

She gave him a coy look. "So what do you have in mind, 
Mr. Lexington?" 

"This!" he yelled a split second before he shoved her into 


the water. 
*K K KK 


Stephan was going through much of the same turmoil as 
Chantal during the week. He wanted his wife with everything 
in him, but he pressed himself to wait. They had to get to 
know each other before they added sex into the picture. 

But it had been getting extremely difficult for him to leave 
her at their bedroom door every night with a chaste kiss then 
go back to the guestroom, toss and turn, until he fell into a 
deep exhausted sleep. In Chantal's eyes, he could see she 
remembered the previous passion between them, and it was 
also apparent to him she didn't understand why he kept his 
distance. Especially since they'd already consummated the 
marriage before he returned to Spain. 

The truth was he was in love with his wife and wanted 
more than just another round of hot sex. He wanted to make 
love to her. 

Stephan knew his wife was attracted to him, but he had to 
know if her passion for him ran as deeply as her fervor for her 
company. He feared she would turn out like her aunt. Totally 
consumed by the business. The only way he could satisfy his 
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curiosity and see if there was a possibility of her ardor, being 
kindled for something other than business was taking drastic 
measures. 


He had just the plan. 
*K OK OK OK 


"Knock, Knock." 

Chantal smiled at Julia tapping on the open bedroom door. 
"Come in." 

"I don't want to hold you up." Julia stepped into the room 
and pushed the door closed behind her. "Do you have a 
moment?" 

"Always for you." She lifted the suitcase from the bed and 
set it by the door. "Stephan should be here in a minute. He 
went to bring the car around to load it." 

"How are you two doing?" 

"Well." She smiled at her mother-in-law. "This week with 
Stephan has allowed us to get to know each other. Something 
we didn't have a chance to do before the wedding." 

"I'm glad to hear that." Julia lowered her eyes to the 
carpet, then looked at her. "I hope over the months that 
you've lived here, you know that I'm not one of those 
meddling mothers." 

Beginning to feel nervous with the turn of the 
conversation, Chantal said, "I don't think anyone would ever 
use that word to describe you." She hadn't lied. Stephan's 
mom was generous and kind, but never intrusive. 

She grinned. "Thanks, I hope you feel the same after I say 
what I feel I need to." 
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Nodding, giving her permission to continue, Chantal waited 
with an anxious heart. Did Julia believe that she wasn't the 
wife for Stephan? 

"I believe you are the perfect wife for my son." 

Chantal exhaled her pent up breath. "But?" 

"No, buts. If I had any doubts, seeing the two of you this 
week has elevated those." Stepping to her, Julia grasped her 
shoulders. "My only concern is as consumed as you become 
with your work ... and knowing my son, I just don't want you 
to miss the opportunity to capture my son's heart for good." 

Capture it for good? Chantal doubted she had more than a 
corner. 

"I hope you're not suggesting I pull back from my 
company." She didn't even attempt to disguise the abrupt 
tone to her voice. 

Julia laughed. "Never. Please don't get me wrong, Chantal, 
because I chose to be a house wife. I believe women can do 
anything they put their minds to whether it's president of a 
company or the United States." 

"I'm almost sure I hear a but this time." 

Julia dropped her hands. "You do. It hasn't escaped my 
notice that you two sleep in separate bedrooms. Well, my 
advice is that same drive you give to your company ... give to 
my son." Onyx eyes, similar to Stephan stared at her 
intensely. "I'm a little bias, but you have a good man who 
could love you deeply. Make sure he knows there's room in 
your life and heart for him." 

She took the older woman's words and made a mental 
note. "Thanks for your honesty, Julia." 
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Julia embraced her. "Thanks for listening." 

Her mother-in-law kissed her on the cheek, turned to the 
bedroom door then stopped. Facing her, Julia said, "You all 
will be in Jamaica, one of the most romantic places in the 
world." She winked. "Use your time wisely." 

Smiling, Chantal shook her head and tried not to blush at 
Julia's insinuation. Then she turned and looked at the bed she 
slept in alone each night and thought about the wisdom of her 
mother-in-law. One thing was for sure, she didn't want to be 
without Stephan in this bed any longer. If their relationship 
wasn't going to become a real marriage, then she was better 
off at her family home. 

"You ready, Chantal?" 

She turned to see Stephan's face peeping around the door. 

"More than I was a moment ago." 

"Okay." He lifted an eyebrow at her vague words, then 
picked up the suitcase. 

Using the same gesture as her mother-in-law, Chantal 
winked at him then strolled out of the room making sure to 
add a little more sway to her hips. 
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Fourteen 


"It seems like I haven't seen you for days," Chantal said as 
she sat down at the table to join him in the hotel restaurant. 
Stephan looked up from his papers, smiled at her, then 

leaned over to her, and placed a kiss on her cheek. "I'm 
sorry, sweetheart. I've been trying to make sure this showing 
went off without a hitch. I don't mean to slight you on time." 

"I can understand. I know how consuming work can be." 
She allowed the grin to stretch wide across her mouth, even 
though she really wanted to tell him to take a few hours off 
and spend it with her. Instead, she bit her tongue and kept 
silent. If the situation were reversed, she believed he would 
support her. "Well at least we have this time to—" 

"Hey Stephan, the security men are ready for you to go 
over the plans for tonight with them." Tyler sauntered up to 
the table interrupting her. 

She smothered the growl ready to rise up her throat. 

"Tell them I'm on my way," Stephan responded eagerly. 

"You got it, boss. Good morning, Chantal." Tyler winked at 
her as he made his way back out of the restaurant the way 
he'd entered. 

Her lips felt tight from holding the false smile in place. She 
didn't want anyone to know how hurt she was that more time 
was being taken away from her and Stephan. 

"Chantal, I have to go, but I promise that tomorrow I'll be 
all yours." Rushing, he gathered up his papers. 
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Placing her hand on top of his, to still his movements, she 
asked, "So, what time are you coming by my room to get me 
for the showing?" 

"Oh, baby ... actually, I'll have to meet you in the 
ballroom. I don't even know when I'm going to be able to fit 
in my own time to shower and change." He brushed a quick 
kiss across her forehead. "I'll see you tonight." 

"Tonight..." she called out to her husband's retreating 
form. 

"So, what's for breakfast?" Liza strutted up to the table 
after Stephan departed. 

"Apparently, not my husband," she mumbled in sexual 
frustration. 

Absorbed in the menu, Liza left Chantal to her thoughts. 

Chantal looked toward the door her husband left out of and 
sighed. She understood Stephan was busy with the showing 
arrangements, but it seemed as if he were avoiding her. At 
home his room was at least down the hall, but here they had 
a suite with an adjacent bedroom. 

At night, she could hear when he entered his room. It was 
after twelve. At that time of night all was quiet and still and 
she could hear him through her open window tossing and 
turning in his bed at night, so she knew he wasn't sleeping 
well. She just chalked it up to him worrying about the 
outcome of the showing. After the week they spent at home 
together, he had to know she was there for him if he needed 
her. Especially, physically. They'd been there and done that 
and her body remembered it well. 
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The pressures of business were not foreign to Chantal, or 
the feelings of not wanting to make a mistake. During the 
night, she could hear his sighs of frustration. At one point 
while she was listening, she got out of her bed and tiptoed to 
the door that separated their rooms. She got as far as raising 
her hand to knock then thought better of it and got back into 
her own bed, nervous he might turn her away. 

The distance between them was driving her crazy. She 
would never consider herself to be a sex fiend, by any 
definition of the word. But, she wanted Stephan. Sleeping 
with nothing but a door between their beds seemed to have 
escalated her drive. 

Last night, she hadn't gone to him because she knew he 
just needed comfort and someone to talk to, and she didn't 
trust herself to offer only that. Tonight after the showing, 
which would be a success, it was going to be a different 
matter altogether. The fear of rejection be damned, she was a 


woman with needs. 
*K KK XK 


Several hours later, Chantal was pulling the gown over her 
head when she heard a knock at her hotel room door. "Come 
in." 

Liza sashayed in wearing the gold sequins dress she chose 
from the boutique in Cancun. The dress was sleeveless, high 
scoop necked and ended slightly above the knee. Her friend 
made the simple dress look sexy. 

Her dress was another story. It was just like Liza's material 
and design with the exception of the color and length. 
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Chantal's dress was emerald green. It would've been 
considered modest with its long length to the floor, if it 
weren't for the split that stopped high on her thigh. The gown 
also left the full expansion of her back bare. 

"You look fabulous, Chan," Liza announce excited. 

Posing under Liza's complimentary gaze, she added ina 
few turns for her friend. 

"Watch out, Stephan, because Mrs. Lexington is hot." 
Stretching her hand out, Liza pretended she received a burn 
touching her. 

Unsure, she asked, "Do you really think I look nice?" 
Chantal stood in the mirror fingering her curly hairstyle. "It's 
not too much?" 

"I don't remember using the word nice. Just be glad you're 
married because you would have a difficult time fighting off 
all of the vultures surrounding you tonight." Liza readjusted 
her gold headband keeping her short curls away from her 
face. "They'd think you had the Lexington jewels." 

Frowning at her friend, Chantal asked, "And where would I 
be keeping them? As you can see there's barely enough room 
for me." 

With a smooth hip swinging walk, Liza moved toward the 
door then turned toward her. "Don't worry, Mrs. Lexington, 
they wouldn't be looking in pockets ... but between your 
thighs." 

Chantal's mouth dropped open. 

Winking at her shocked expression, Liza opened the door 
and led the way out. 
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Following Liza out, Chantal caught up with her at the 
elevator. They rode the elevator down to the first floor 
ballroom where the showing was being held. 

"I'd feel more comfortable in your dress, Liza. You look 
beautiful." 

"Yes, I do, but it takes years of practice to pull this kind of 
Sex appeal in a dress that covers everything." She wiggled 
her shoulders. "Besides, this dress would never make the 
statement you're trying to make tonight." The elevator doors 
opened and they stepped in. 

"What statement is that?" She glanced at her friend 
curious. Were her goals for the night that apparent? 

"Bold, sexy and ready for a night of passion with your 
husband." 

Yup, they were apparent. Before she could respond, the 
elevator doors opened into the ballroom. 

When she and Liza entered, the host escorted them to 
their table. Chantal used the opportunity to look around. The 
decorations in the room were exquisite. It was definitely an 
Evening in Luxury. There were vibrant colors splashed all over 
the room, in keeping with the Jamaican multicolor theme. She 
was impressed with everything Stephan and the Lexington 
staff did. 

Lexington jewelry cases were scattered in various places 
around the room, burgundy velvet cloths draped over each of 
them. Stephan had explained that the coverings would remain 
in place until she gave the evenings' opening speech. Her 
husband didn't want anyone to see the collection before the 
showing and have an unfair advantage for the bidding. To 
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ensure the equitability of the votes and security of the 
jewelry, men in black tuxedos guarded each case. 

Stephan and Tyler had interviewed and selected all of the 
guards. After her speech, guests were allowed to place bids 
secretly through the course of the night. If someone was 
interested in purchasing a piece, they would write their name 
and an amount on a slip of paper that was provided on a 
small table next to the case and give it to the guard. On the 
table was also a starting price for the piece. Before the night 
was over, Stephan and Tyler would go through them, then 
present the key to each case to the highest bidders, and 
announce the winning prices. It was a game of chance. 

Tyler knew his stuff. Just as he predicted the turn out of 
the attendees was remarkable. All the guests were finely 
dressed men and women bustling around the area, talking 
with acquaintances about the coming event. The ballroom 
buzzed with anticipation and expectation. People couldn't wait 
to see the new Lexington collection. 

When she and Liza arrived at their table in the front of the 
room, Stephan and Tyler, already there, greeted them. 

Both of the men stood. As Chantal approached her chair, 
Stephan leaned over and placed a kiss on her cheek. "You 
look beautiful tonight." 

"Thank you, Stephan. You should wear a tuxedo more 


often. It really suits you." 
*K OK OK XK 


Stephan smiled at Chantal, finding it hard to keep himself 
from staring. Over the last two days, he had been busy as he 
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completed the last minute arrangements for the showing. 
But, even with all of the details, Chantal hadn't been far from 
his mind. Finally, after midnight he felt comfortable with the 
preparations and went to bed. True rest had evaded him. The 
thoughts about his wife that played on the edge of his 
consciousness all day took full reign at night. It had been 
torture lying in bed thinking of her and knowing she was just 
in the next room. 

When he saw her shadow stop underneath their adjoining 
door, he held hope that maybe she was coming to him. But, 
she never appeared on the other side. 

The servers brought out trays with plates of food and 
placed them in front of the guests. The conversation at the 
table continued around him as he watched his wife, and told 
himself tonight would be the night. 

He had to be honest with himself. He hadn't gone to 
Chantal, yet, because he still wasn't sure he would come first 
before her company. Even last week for one of their dinner 
dates, she had shown up an hour late. Telling him she was 
caught up in a meeting and didn't notice the time. They still 
went out and had a nice evening, but it bothered him. 

Yes, this was the night. One way or another he would have 
his answer. How much did Chantal care about him? Desire 
him? 

After the meal was over, the soft music playing during the 
meal stopped as Denise Dease, a staff member at Lexington 
Jewelry, walked up to the podium and took the mike. She 
started by telling a few jokes and thanking everyone for 
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coming out that night. When she called for the president of 


Lexington Jewelry, he rose. 
* OK OK X* 


Chantal could see all of the flashbulbs going off from the 
reporters sitting at various tables behind them as Stephan 
walked up to the podium and started his speech. He talked 
about the theme and meaning behind the collection and told a 
short story about each piece, peaking everyone's interest. As 
he continued to weave a web around the guests, captivating 
everyone with his storytelling, she got chills as she watched 
him command the audience. 

The longer he spoke, the more a low hum increased in the 
room as the people became more curious about the jewelry 
that lay underneath black velvet. After completing his speech, 
he returned to his seat beside her. 

She was astonished. As the guests were caught up in the 
web of his storytelling, she had been ensnared in the 
sexuality that seemed to ooze from his presence. The way his 
lips moved, the smile in his eyes, the strength in his gestures. 
Her senses went wild with the desire to feel his hands all over 
her body. Commanding her. Instructing her. Guiding her to a 
rhythm that was theirs and theirs alone. 

Wrapped up in her own thoughts, she almost missed her 
cue from Denise. Standing, she walked to the podium to give 
her speech to signal the unveiling of the cases. Unlike 
Stephan's her words were brief. She too thanked everyone for 
coming out and explained the rules of the bidding, then gave 
the guards the signal to remove the velvet coverings. 
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"T wish you all luck on your bidding. Enjoy your evening in 
luxury." Smiling she retraced her steps to her chair. 

On her way back, her eyes locked with Stephan's hot gaze 
causing her to miss a step, but quickly regaining her footing 
she continued toward him. She had never seen so much 
passion captured in one look. The whole week he had been 
home, he treated her with nothing but mild affection. That 
fiery look had caught her off guard. Before she could question 
him, someone pulled him away asking him about a certain 
piece. Sighing, she knew this was Stephan night in the 
limelight and she would have to wait until they were alone in 
order to broach the subject. 

The night progressed in splendor. Hers and Stephan's 
paths continued to cross throughout the night, but the 
responsibility of socializing denied them any opportunity to be 
together. At one point in the evening he came to get her for 
some picture and they managed to squeeze in one dance. 
Immediately when the song ended he was dragged away to 
meet some more people. 

Once Stephan reclaimed the podium again to hand out 
keys to the winners of each individual jewel, she walked out a 
set of French doors to get a breath of fresh air. Enjoying 
talking to people and making business connections, she 
needed a moment alone. 

"Why are you out here alone? Trouble in paradise?" 

She found it easy to relax in the tranquility of the 
surroundings. The night birds and ocean waves were bringing 
serenity to her mind until someone's voice interrupted her. 
Nicole. 
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Turning, Chantal stared at the woman who never missed 
an opportunity to nettle her. Eyeing, Nicole and the dress the 
woman had the gall to wear, Chantal twisted her face allowing 
it to show her distaste. A black satin dress one thread away in 
length from being indecent. The bodice threw it over decorum 
cliff, as it pushed up her ample bosom to the point they 
practically came spilling out. When Nicole breathed, the dark 
edge of her areole could be seen, giving a generous eye full 
for any man who happened to look her way. 

It amazed Chantal how the two thin spaghetti straps held 
it all up. She wouldn't be surprised if they popped without 
warning. 

"What are you doing here? I know for sure your name 
wasn't on the guest list," Chantal demanded. 

"My name doesn't need to be on a typical guest list, when 
I'm personally invited." Nicole's lips pulled back into an 
audacious smile. 

"Who'd make a mistake like that, so I can be sure we 
scratch them off next year's list." Chantal stepped toward her, 
tilting her head with inquiry. 

Nicole pursed her thick, perfectly painted lips. "I think it 
would be hard for you to take the guest of honor off his own 
list." 

Dropping her hands onto her hips abruptly, she asked, 
"Are you trying to tell me Stephan personally invited you?" 

Nicole crossed her arms under her large breasts and 
moved closer to Chantal, lowering her voice. "Well, sweetie, 
when you're not pleasing your man like you should, he has to 
find someone who can." 
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Taking a deep breath, Chantal tried to tell herself the 
woman was a catty bitch and was willing to say anything to 
get under her skin. Regardless of her reassuring thoughts, 
both her palms itched to close the gap between them and 
slap the shit out of Nicole twice just for G.P. Thankfully, as 
she began to advance someone in the room laughed, 
breaking into Chantal's outrage, and she reigned herself in. "I 
know you want my husband and you'd lie to get him. So, why 
should I believe a thing that comes out of your mouth, 
Nicole?" 

"Believe what you want to. If you haven't learned it yet, 
you will because no amount of sexy lingerie will help you 
please a man. Making love instructions don't come on clothing 
tags." She cackled. "No matter what your /ow class friend tells 
you. Some of us have it." Nicole rubbed her hands down her 
ample bosom and full hips. "Some of us don't." She looked 
Chantal's body over with disgust. 

"And some have too much. I think they're called whores." 
It was her turn to chuckle. 

Nicole glanced at her with a sly smile, then turned and 
switched her hips hard as she sashayed back through the 
French doors. 

She held her cool in front of Nicole, but now she was by 
herself she couldn't control the feelings she felt inside. Facing 
the scenic landscape in front of her no longer brought her the 
peace as it had moments before. She didn't want to believe a 
word of what Nicole said, knowing the woman was just trying 
to cause trouble between her and Stephan. But, even as she 
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tried to put aside what Nicole said, she thought about the 
unusual distance between herself and Stephan. 

The music began again. It was a signal the presentation 
was over, allowing the guests to dance until the wee hours of 
the morning. Or until they became tired, whichever came 
first. Deciding she had been out there long enough she began 
to make her way back into the ballroom when Liza came out. 

"Chantal, there you are. I've been looking all over for you." 
The winded sound to her friend's voice brought credence to 
her words. 

"I came out here for some fresh air. Did you enjoy the 
showing? I'm surprised you and Tyler aren't out on the dance 
floor." Taking one last breath, she started moving past Liza to 
find Stephan. 

Liza moved in front of her. "Chantal, before you go in 
there, I think you should know Stephan is on the dance floor 
with another woman." 

She shrugged. "Liza, we've both been dancing with other 
people all night." 

"Chan, I don't think you—" 

Stepping over the threshold, she said, "I'm not the jealous 
type. There isn't anyone here—" Chantal located her husband 
on the floor and froze. 

Stephan wasn't just dancing with any woman, but with 
Nicole. Lecherous, conniving ... bitch in heat, Nicole. The 
woman appeared to be having a problem keeping a discreet 
distance away from her husband. Evidently, Nicole had taken 
her words as a challenge to make a fool of her, and Stephan 
was allowing every minute of it. 
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Chantal never remembered being so hurt and embarrassed 
in her life. Or livid. She no longer doubted Stephan and Nicole 
had continued their relationship, especially since nothing 
physical had happened between him and her. The harlot had 
probably flown to Spain to meet with him. She surely hadn't 
been invited to join him. 

Well, she couldn't stop her husband from having an affair 
with Nicole, but she wouldn't allow them to carry on in public. 
Both of their companies had a reputation to consider, and his 
relationship with some hot floozy wasn't going to jeopardize 
the business. 

All the while, conscious of the people milling around her, 
Chantal walked with as much cool as she could muster. 
Multiple eyes tracked her like a hunter with a deer in their 
crosshairs. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed the 
photographer positioning himself for a good shot. Pasting a 
wide smile on her face, she crossed the room. 

It seemed the closer Chantal got to the cheating couple, 
the more Nicole seemed to emphasize her claim on Stephan. 
The other woman didn't use words, but the movement of her 
hands around Stephan's back spoke loud and clear. 

Clearing her throat, she added a distinct and light tone to 
her voice as she stepped directly in her husband's line of 
sight. "Excuse me, Stephan, but I'm really tired. Could you 
please escort me to our suite." Stephan knew that they were 
in separate rooms, but the guests didn't. It was their secret, 
although Nicole may have already known. 

Stephan let go of Nicole, but Chantal noticed the other 
woman didn't immediately release Stephan from her clutches. 
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"I'm sure someone else can walk you to the room. After all 
it is your hotel," Nicole commented snidely continuing her 
sultry rub of her bosom against Stephan's arm, she still held 
in a vise grip. 

"Yes, itis my hotel, and you really shouldn't forget it if you 
plan to have somewhere to sleep tonight." Her words were 
low, for Nicole and Stephan's ears only. But, by Nicole's wide 
eyes, Chantal was sure she got her message. Turning her 
attention back to her husband, she said, "Stephan, I'd like to 
go now." 

With a slight tug, Stephan removed Nicole's hand from 
him. "As always Nicole, it's been real." 

"It can be more." Nicole gave Stephan a look that held a 
blunt invitation. 

Chantal didn't even wait to see Stephan's reaction to 
Nicole's invitation. She'd had enough for one night. Before 
she took two steps, Stephan intertwined his fingers with hers 
and matched her stride. Keeping up the pretense for the 


viewers. 
*K K K XK 


As soon as the door closed, Chantal pulled her hand away. 
She was on edge as they rode the elevator up from the 
ballroom to the top floor. There was no conversation during 
the entire ride. All she wanted was to go to her room and 
take a long hot bath to relax and then go to sleep, forgetting 
the last hour. Nicole specifically. 

The thick metal doors slid open. They exited and walked 
down the hall. Even though they moved side by side, there 
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was still no communication between them. When they 
reached her room, they stopped. 

"Chantal, we need to talk." 

Grabbing the door handle, she turned around to face him. 
"Thank you, Stephan, for escorting me and even more for a 
memorable evening." She hoped he caught the look of 
sarcasm on her face before she entered her room and 


slammed the door behind her without looking back. 
* OK OK X* 


Stephan stood there for a moment staring at the closed 
door, trying to decide whether he should open it and address 
the way in which she shut it. The lock clicking into place from 
the inside helped him to make a choice. Shaking his head, he 
continued to his own door, taking his frustration to his room. 
He never thought he would see the day when his own wife 
shut her door in his face. The evening hadn't ended at all how 
he expected. He must've been crazy to think they would go to 
the showing, have a nice meal, do a little dancing then return 
to one of their rooms for something more. Something so 
simple turned out so complicated. 

It's my own damn fault. He knew it was a mistake to 
dance with Nicole. I fucked up. His only reason for indulging 
her had been to try to get a rise from Chantal. She always 
seemed so serious, cool, and business minded. Always giving 
him the impression nothing he did affected her. Even when he 
was in Spain, supposedly romancing other women, she took 
that in stride. All the months they were separated, she'd only 
called him once, because he sent her flowers. 
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He didn't call her either. Damn, I've fucked up. 

His wife was like no other woman he'd ever dated. When 
Chantal had problems, she threw herself deeper into her 
work. Pride was the culprit that caused him to encourage 
Nicole's advances. Nevertheless, he needed to know where he 
stood with his wife. 

With a dry chuckle, he entered his room, remembering 
how his wife tried to keep her ice composure as usual, but he 
saw a flicker of jealousy underneath. Evident in the way she 
closed the door. He could understand her feelings because a 
big part of him was jealous of her passion for Montgomery 
Hotels. Before they left the states, he had decided to do 
something drastic. He did. It backfired in his face. Shit, I 
really fucked up. 

His eye in the storm was that he finally knew she cared. 
Cared deeply. He never saw the green-eyed monster look 
prettier than it did in Chantal's hazel ones. Sitting on his bed, 
he rubbed his hands down his face and grinned as he recalled 
how she approached him and Nicole. He could have sworn her 
irises glowed as emerald green as her dress. 

The thought of that dress was enough to wipe the smile 
from his mouth. 

Heading outside onto the balcony, he needed to cool 
himself off. Memories of Chantal's outfit caused him to heat 
up like a volcano ready to explode. His dick throbbed wanting 
to reacquaint itself with every hidden secret under her dress. 
The breeze outside did nothing to calm his heated flesh or 
thoughts. All night, he fought the battle not to stare at her 
like a teenage boy looking at his first Playboy centerfold. 
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He closed his eyes and saw how the dress seemed to 
enhance every curve of her body. Ass. Breast. Hips. Thighs. 
The material had done what he wanted to do, caress her skin. 
As they sat at the dinner table holding conversation with 
others around them, Chantal's left thigh seemed to play a 
peek-a-boo game with him through the split. Every 
movement of her body seemed to torment him. 

When she excused herself from the table, to make her 
speech for the removing of the velvets, to start the jewelry 
bidding, his lungs seized refusing him air making him 
lightheaded. If he thought she was a vision when she entered 
the ballroom, it was nothing compared to how she looked 
walking away. 

The back of the dress was nonexistent, leaving her bare 
with the exception of the two parallel sides of the dress that 
ran down each shoulder blade. It continued down until the 
material scooped at the small of her back. The sequin 
sparkled with every swaying movement of her round hips. 

Opening his eyes as he expelled air from his lungs, he 
shook his head trying to clear his mind of the torturous 
thoughts. They weren't doing anything but making his cock 
harder. Loosening his tie, he snatched it off and started on his 
buttons, deciding to go for a swim in the pool to refresh his 
senses and lower his body temperature before going to bed. 

Turning to go inside the suite to change, he stopped. 
Chantal stood out on the balcony of her room. She was facing 
the other direction, so she couldn't see him. Her back arched 
slightly as her arms held her hair bunched on top of her head, 
allowing the Jamaican breeze to caress her skin. As he gazed 
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at her body still encased in the dress that had disturbed him 
all night, he was positive, Aphrodite couldn't have been more 
alluring on her greatest day. 

He left his room. He was looking for solace in the one 
person who could give it to him. 
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Fifteen 


Chantal dropped her arms and returned inside the room to 
get undressed for her bath. As she crossed the threshold of 
the balcony, she let out a startled scream. "How did you get 
in here? I'm sure I locked the door." 

Stephan laughed. "You forgot to lock the adjoining door." 

"Oh," was all she could think to say, because in the 
aftermath it seemed to be a stupid question. "Something in 
particular you wanted?" She crossed the room to her dresser. 
He looked too good with the top buttons of his shirt open, 
teasing her with a small glimpse of his chest. 

A sound similar to a groan came from him. 

"Yes." 

Disregarding the noise, she concerned herself with where 
she placed her jewelry as she removed each piece. "Stephan, 
something has been on my mind for a while and I want you to 
know how I feel about it." 

When she turned around to face him, not realizing he 
moved behind her, he stood before her. Refusing to be 
unnerved by his close proximity, she began, "I know you 
didn't want this marriage any more than I did. I also know I 
can't stop you from seeing other women." 

He remained silent. The only signal that he was listening 
was the raising of his eyebrow. 

She continued. 

She moved passed him toward the center of the room, 
giving him her back once again. "The only thing I ask you is 
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to please be discreet. Both of us have our company's 
reputation to guard." 

Facing him, she saw him advancing on her. 

With a sly smile on his lips, he asked, "It sounds like you 
had a problem with the way I was acting with a woman 
tonight?" 

"Yes, I did." She folded her arms around her waist. "It was 
embarrassing. I'm sure it must've been apparent to everyone 
you wanted her." An unladylike snort slipped past her lips. 

"I'm sorry if I embarrassed you. I'll try to do a better job 
next time. I just couldn't help myself." His next step made a 
significant impact on the gap between them. 

His words angered her. Without thinking, she began to 
walk backwards with each step of his progression. "What do 
you mean that you couldn't help yourself?" 

Trapped. His arms blocked her in as he placed his hands 
on the wall less than a full step behind her. 

"Chantal, all I'm saying is if you could open your mind for 
a moment and see her the way I did, you'd know I was 
fighting a losing battle to resist her." 

"Open my—" Biting her tongue, she silenced herself, 
clenching her fist at her side as she took a deep breath. "Oh 
please, Stephan, tell me so I can understand how she 
looked." Mockery and anger dripped from her words. "Truly, I 


want to know how hard it was for you to resist her." 
* OK OK X* 


Stephan found it hard to keep from laughing and not 
breaking his focus on his mission. "First, it was the dress she 
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wore. Sweetheart, it looked as if the designer made it on. 
Each piece fit perfectly, to every curve of her body." 

"T've seen better." She rolled her eyes. "The dress she 
wore really wasn't her color." 

He brought his face within inches of hers. "But, it was, 
Chantal." Lowering a hand, he caressed her shoulder. "Then 
there was her skin. It was the color of warm caramel 
simmering on the stove. I just wanted to reach out and touch 
it, taste it. Even though I knew I could get burned." 

"It looked a little burnt to me," she mumbled. 

"And when we danced ... the curve in her neck seemed to 
call my mouth. I had to fight not to succumb," he said. 
Bending his head and grazing the arch of her neck with his 
lips, he placed small kisses on her flesh. 

Her accelerating heartbeat pulsed against his tongue as he 
slid it down the column of her neck. 

"I don't even remember her having a neck. She looked like 
nothing but head and shoulders to me." 

Her breathless words encouraged him. 

"And her breasts. They were like two ripe pieces of fruit. 
Ripe and juicy." Stephan trailed his head down and slowly 
nuzzled in between her breasts. "It made my mouth water 
just thinking about how they would taste. 

A small sound similar to a gasp came from his wife. He 


smiled against the swells of her mounds. 
*K OK OK OK 


All of the air seemed to leave her body. At that moment, 
Chantal knew she was way out of her league. She gave 
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herself permission to enter into a realm she didn't know 
anything about. Not wanting to appear naive or foolish she 
continued. Realizing the entire time, Stephan only used her to 
fulfill his dreams and fantasies of another woman. How 
pathetic does that make me? 

Her mind may have refused to see the truth, but in her 
heart, she knew why she allowed it. She was placed in a 
marriage with a husband who didn't love her and probably 
never would, but she couldn't deny she desired to be with him 
again. Feel his hard length thrusting inside of her. The lips of 
her sex swelled and throbbed in remembrance. 

She refused to end up like her Aunt Marilyn, cold to 
everyone and everything around her because she'd never 
known the complete love of a man. She didn't fool herself in 
thinking this was love, but it would have to do. Right now, it 
was all she had. 

Chantal brought her mind back to the game her and 
Stephan were playing. "I thought her breasts were too big for 
her body. I bet they cause her back problems." She was 
beginning to enjoy the dueling of words. 

He wrapped his arms around her waist and rubbed his 
hands on the small of her back. 

His strong hands caressing her skin made cream soak the 
seat of her panties. Stifling another moan from escaping, she 
swallowed. 

"If they did, I would give her a massage every night for 
hours, just for the opportunity to touch her." 
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What it would be like to be Joved by a man, even if it were 
just physical. She looked into his eyes and wondered if Nicole 
truly knew how lucky she was. 

"Do you know what I like most about her? What part of her 
that turns me on the moment she walks into a room?" 

"Let me guess, her big hips right?" she joked and arched 
an eyebrow at him. 

"No, not her hips. Even though their fullness makes a man 
want to fill his hands with them." Stephan dragged his hands 
down the side of her body as he knelt down in front of her. 
"It's her legs, Chantal." 

Gazing down at his upturned face, her body flashed hot 
then cold with erotic thoughts of the advantages his position 
offered. 

When his hands were at the bottom of her dress, he 
reached underneath and wrapped them around her ankles. 
Once there, he made small circles massaging every area he 
touched. 

She began to tremble. 

A sexy smile curled the corners of his mouth, as he looked 
into her eyes while he turned his palms to the inside of her 
legs. 

Captivated by what he was doing to her, she couldn't stop 
the next question. "What about her legs?" She whispered. 

Rising, his gaze locked on hers as he slowly slid his fingers 
up the inside of her legs. "I love how long they are and how 
they just seem to go on forever. I've thought about doing this 
to her, ever since I saw her walking into her aunt's study." 
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"Long legs ... aunt's stud..." she panted as understanding 
began to dawn on her. Breathless, she had a momentary loss 
of her ability to speak. 

"Yes, her long, long legs that just keep going on forever. I 
love how they..." Stephan stopped. 

Electric current shot from the center of her thighs to the 
pit of her stomach. Hot blooded, all-American desire and lust 
arrested her. She licked her chapped lips. 

He had been trailing his hands higher and higher up the 
inside of her stocking encased legs when he must have 
realized that he was no longer feeling stockings, he was 
feeling her bare flesh. 

Closing her eyes, she pressed her back against the wall as 
he felt around the tops of her thighs where her thigh-highs 
ended, giving her access to her body. 

Recalling the moment at Victoria's Secret when on a whim 
she'd decided to buy the sheer coffee colored stockings, she 
sighed. Earlier when she'd put them on, standing in the 
mirror she had felt sexy and wicked at the same time, 
wondering how Stephan would react if he knew she wore 
them underneath her gown. 


She had her answer. 
*K KK XK 


Stephan's groan didn't make it past his throat as he leaned 
his body into her and brought his lips down to hers. 
"Chantal," he cried, making her name a caress against her 
own lips. 
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His lips captured hers in a fierce kiss as she wrapped her 
arms around his shoulders. He gripped her ass and squeezed 
as he pulled her into him. Pressing into the curves of her 
body, she seated his cock against the juncture of her thighs. 
Lowering a hand, he gripped her warm smooth thigh and 
lifted it high above his hips giving him perfect access to grind 
his hard shaft into her mound. 

He wanted her to buzz with arousal as he did. 

She moaned and he felt as if any moment he would melt 
from the inside out. 

When her lips parted, he slipped his tongue into her 
mouth. The initial contact was like the first taste of food to a 
starving man. 

The kiss became hot and passionate as they gyrated 
against each other. 

Reaching underneath her dress, he cupped her moist cloth 
covered pussy. Chantal responded by pressing herself 
forward. Grinding the heel of his hand on her clit, she pulled 
her mouth away from his, her heavy breathing loud in the 
room. 

"You like that?" His throat felt tight, constricted with 
desire. 

Her hazel eyes met his. "Yes." 

Grinning, he said, "Then you're going to love this." 
Navigating the edges of her underwear, he felt her wet 
swollen lips. Circling her clit, she quivered against him. 

"Oh ... ah, mmm..." small nonverbal sounds came out of 
her mouth. 
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Slipping lower, he entered her with a single digit. "Damn, 
you're soaked, sweetheart." 

"It's what you do to me." Burying her face in the curve of 
his neck, she arched her hips, pushing his finger deeper. 

Understanding the level of her yearning, because he felt 
the erotic tension himself, he began to finger fuck her. 

Gripping his shoulders, her body began to shake. "Yes. 
Stephan ... oh, yes, aaaaahh," she screamed. 

He caught her as he knees gave out. 

Like hers, his body quaked. He needed release. Needed to 
be inside Chantal bad. It had been too long. His balls were so 
tight he thought they would crawl inside his body. 

Their clothing was a barrier he took pleasure in removing. 
First Chantal's, then his. After he removed all her dress, he 
carried her still garbed in stockings and heels, to the bed. 
Laying her down, he removed his clothes as if auditioning for 
an entry in the Guinness Book of World Records. 

Stephan looked at the vision his wife made lying on the 
bed. Her hair fanned out on the pillows, one knee slightly 
bent. Just looking at her made his dick twitch with urgent 
excitement. When he dropped his pants and underwear to the 
floor, his last pieces of clothing covering his erection, a sharp 
gasp came from the bed. Glancing at the bed, his wife's face 
held a mixture of fear and arousal. 

It was a reminder that he needed to slow his pace. Even 
though it had been the same amount of time since either of 
them had sex, Chantal had been a virgin then. 

"It's like riding a bike, baby. Once you learn, you never 
forget." He gave her a playful wink, attempting to calm her 
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nerves as he joined her on the bed. "We'll move as slow as 
you need." 

Rolling her body toward his, she said, "I don't want slow. I 
want you, however you want to give yourself to me." 

He kissed her with vigor. Pressing her backwards into the 
mattress he attempted communicating in action how much he 
appreciated her trust. As the tension receded from her body, 
he nibbled a path from her mouth to breast. Holding the soft 
full globes in his hands, he took a moment to admire one of 
the sites he'd missed during the first rushed lovemaking 
session. Bowing his head, he licked one pert nipple. 

She palmed the back of his head as he pulled it further in 
his mouth suckling. Her desire escalated as he moved from on 
breast to the other. Chantal began rubbing her slick pussy 
against his belly, causing the tip of his cock to brush the 
plump curve of her ass. 

There was no doubt in his mind, if he stroked her again 
she would climax again. He wanted to be deep inside of her 
when that happened. 

His heart beat so hard, he thought it would burst through 
his chest as he considered different ways he and Chantal 
could please each other. But, they had a lifetime for that. 
Now, his only goal was to make it a memory for them both. 

"Stephan?" 

Hearing the breathless question in her voice, he released 
her breast and gazed at her. "Yes, sweetheart." 

"Promise me, when it's over..." The look in her eyes 
softened, showing a small hint of hurt. "You won't leave me 
this time," 
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At that moment, he got a glimpse of how wounded Chantal 
had been at his abrupt departure. He made a vow to himself, 
right then, that he would never do it again. "I'll be right here, 
baby." He lowered his head and softly kissed her puffy lips, 
ravished by their fervor. "I promise." 

She smiled and the light returned to her eyes. 

Rising above her on his forearms, he intensified the kiss 
and began gliding his tongue slowly across her bottom lip. 
When her tongue twirled around his, then dipped into his 
mouth, the fire ignited between them. 

As their tongues played and became bolder so did his 
hands. They went from light touches to adventurous caresses 
once again. Wanting to ensure she was ready for him, he 
touched her in places that made her moan, arch her back and 
wiggle beneath him. 

"Put your hands on the headboard, sweetheart," he 
instructed, not missing her puzzled look as she obeyed his 
request. 

Chantal's new position gave him perfect access to her 
body. Creating his own path with nibbles and pecks down her 
body, moving past her breasts, and navel. Delighted by his 
wife's response, he continued toward his destination. Seeing 
the small triangle of brown hair adorning her pussy he smiled, 
then parted her thighs wide. 

"Steph—" 

"Just enjoy, honey." Using his thumbs, he parted her lips 
and stared at the revealed treat before him. She glistened; a 
wet sheen of excitement coated her sex. "Beautiful," he 
announced as he inhaled the scent of her desire. A sweet, 
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spicy, aromatic aphrodisiac to his senses. Unable to resist any 
longer, he dipped his tongue into the tiny hole of her pussy, 
tasting her thoroughly, before licking up between her 
engorged folds to her clit. Her taste was his nirvana, and he 
wanted more. 

Chantal's body writhed wildly on the sheets, against his 
mouth, and he loved it. Her deep throaty cries were like 
music to his ears, egging him on. Holding her ass, he held her 
still before his mouth. Smiling, he marveled at the incredible 
level of moisture secreting between her thighs. She was 
delicious, orally, visually, and fragrantly. When his tongue 
began to flick her stiff clit, her hips shot up off the bed. The 
strong trembling of her thighs let him know she was close to 
coming. 

She was ready. He could wait no more. His body was 
demanding release. 

Stephan positioned himself between her stocking encased 
thighs, then returned his mouth to hers. Expecting her to 
recoil away from her own scent, he was pleasantly surprised 
after her initial tentative kiss, she released the headboard and 
pulled him down to her for a bold, sweeping exploratory kiss. 

Swirling his hard cock around her clit and between her 
swollen folds, he allowed the tip to enter her snug opening. 
"Wrap your legs around me," he directed. 

When her legs were exactly where he needed them, 
wanted them, he thrust his hips forward. 

She screamed and pressed her fist into his back. 
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Oh, hell. Like the first time, he knew he was a goner as he 
halted in the tight recesses of Chantal's pussy. Shit, he 
commanded his body to be still until she relaxed around him. 

"Don't stop. Stephan ... please," she cried out as she lifted 
her hips, burying him even deeper inside of her. 

Growling, Stephan honored her demand and threw himself 
dick first into paradise. Pumping and grinding, he led them 
into an amorous session. In and out, he drove himself to the 
hilt repeatedly. Bringing her legs up to his shoulders, he 
lowered his hips and angled himself toward Chantal's upper 
walls aiming for her Grafenberg spot. He knew the precise 
moment his cock stroked across it. His wife spread her legs 
wider, threw her head back and her mouth dropped open 
emitting amazed whimpers of gratification. 

Gritting his teeth, he kept a tentative hold on his insistent 
orgasm. Squeezing his eyes together everything went dark as 
he tried to concentrate on his wife's budding pleasure. His 
legs began to shake and his lower abdomen clenched in pain, 
needing to come. 

Thrusting harder, he felt his tight sacs tap against her ass. 
When he thought she couldn't take anymore, her pussy 
clutched his shaft moments before she climaxed. Her sex 
sucked at his cock ardently, coaxing and beckoning his 
release. He answered her call. Gripping her body to his, he 
drove his hips onward until he bathed her velvet walls with 
his viscous, copious fluid. 

After minutes of silence and the shivers ceased in both of 
their bodies, she said, "How long do we have to wait before 
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we can do it again?" She opened her eyes, gazing at him, 
giving him an exhausted smile. 

Laughing, Stephan rolled to his side, carrying her with him. 
"Let's hope not long." 

Curling into his side, Chantal said, "Great. Wake me when 
you're ready." She drifted off to sleep. 

Shaking his head, Stephan thought, Yeah, my wife is a 
different kind of woman. With a smile on his face, he closed 
his eyes and allowed his body to get some rest. 
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Sixteen 


Chantal remained quiet as she awakened. The strong beat 
of Stephan's heart rate soothed her. She felt giddy inside 
knowing she was lying in he arms. As he'd promised, he had 
stayed. Glancing over at the clock, she saw only a couple 
hours passed since their lovemaking session. She sighed. 
Having sex with Stephan was just amazing this time, as it had 
been on their wedding day. Recalling the orgasmic heights 
she reached in his arms, it gave her goose bumps to know 
that her husband got just as caught up as herself. Now, she 
knew a secret that she could cause Stephan to lose control. 
She liked that fact. It gave her a heady feeling to know she 
could affect him in such away. 

Stephan's hand captured hers. 

She hadn't even realized, as she sat reminiscing, her hand 
had been making circles across his taunt abs. 

"Are you okay?" His words rumbled deep in his chest and 
vibrated against her ear. 

Kissing the firm muscle under her cheek, she said, "Yes, 
I'm fine. I feel like I could run a marathon." 

"Well, if you have that much energy, then I must not have 
done my job." 

Turning her head, she smiled at him. "Oh, no, Mr. 
Lexington, you did your job." She kissed his chin. "And did it 
well." 

His laughter echoed in the room. "I'm sure you may be a 
little biased. But, I'm glad you enjoyed yourself." One arm 
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wrapped tighter around her waist, while his other hand 
brushed her hair away from her face. "Chantal, I want you to 
know, there's been no other woman but you since we found 
out about the marriage clause." 

"Thank you for telling me." Her heart swelled; the fact 
placed her mind at ease. "So, we still have a few hours, 
before dawn." Looking down at him, she walked her fingers 
downward, covering the rest of the distance to his groin. 

He sucked in a breath as she grasped his stirring 
manhood. 

"How about a shower?" Lowering his hand from her hair, 
he gently tweaked her nipple. 

Sensitive from his earlier attention, she was amazed at the 
electric current that shot from her breast to her clit making it 
tingle with renewed arousal. "Mm, only if you show me how 
to please you in there." 

He smiled. "You got it." Kissing her lips, he got up from the 
bed and went to the bathroom. 

She loved to watch him walk away. His ass was 
magnificent in and out of clothes. 

The sound of rushing water came from the bathroom. 

"Ah, what are you waiting on, lazybones?" Stephan called 
out from the bathroom door. 

"Nothing." She pushed up from the bed. "Just recalling a 
few notes." 

His face twisted. "From work?" 

This wasn't the first time she'd seen the hurt look on his 
face. The expression was just a subtle reminder to her that 
her husband wanted all her attention when they were 
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together. She remembered Julia's words of wisdom before 
she left for Jamaica. Tickling his semi-erect penis as she 
moved passed him, she said, "No, silly, from my new copy of 
the Kama Sutra." 

"Aw, hell." His face lit up with his wicked smile. "I'm in for 
it, aren't I?" 

They stepped into the steamy shower. 

"Yes, you are, my husband, because I plan to put 
knowledge to action." Lowering herself to the shower floor, 
she grasped his dick. Broad tipped, long and hard, it 
thickened in her hand. "Now, what part of this did Kama say 
was sensitive?" she uttered loudly, then flicked the tip with 
her tongue. 

It jerked in her hand and Stephan groaned. 

"That just might be one of the places." She giggled, 
looking up at his face tight with arousal as water streamed 
over his wide shoulders. 

His obsidian gaze met hers. "Just remember, sweetheart, I 
can give as good as I get." 

Beginning to squeeze and stroke his steel length, she said, 
"Mm, I can't wait." Without preamble, she leaned forward and 
boldly took him into her mouth until she reached her fisted 
hand. Sucking his cock, she hadn't anticipated how enjoyable 
he would feel in her mouth. His skin was hot and smooth, and 
she loved how he tasted, salty but with a hint of spice and 
sweetness. She hummed around. 

"Shit, that's good." 
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Lifting her free hand, she fondled his sacs, like the book 
instructed, and was amazed at how they tightened in her 
hands. 

Holding the sides of her face, he began a steady thrust 
along her tongue. With her hand, she controlled the depths. 
She may be a novice, but she wasn't a fool to think she could 
take his entire length. 

Speaking through clenched teeth, Stephan said, 
"Sweetheart, going to com—" his voice broke. "But ... keep 
pumping." Stephan slapped his hands against the wall behind 
her and tossed his head releasing an animalistic sound from 
his throat. 

The thought of pulling away from him as he erupted in her 
mouth, never occurred to her. She was stunned by the 
overpowering consistence and tang of him, but it didn't stop 
her from savoring and swallowing every drop. 

Pulling her mouth away, she licked the tiny creamy liquid 
residue on the crown. Remembering his guidance, she 
gripped him tight, stroked up and down his length. She was 
awestruck at the sight of him remaining firm, not as hard as 
he was a moment ago, before his climax, but still impressive. 

"Yeah, that's it." He sighed with encouragement. "Come 
here, Chantal." 

She rose, but didn't release him. 

He took her face him his hands and encourage her to stand 
before him. When she did, he gave her a deep kiss, his 
tongue sweeping her mouth. "Thanks," he whispered against 
her lips. 
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"You're welcome." She squeezed his cock, now thick and 
firm. 

"Now, let's practice another favorite of mine in that little 
book of Knowledge." 

The cool surface met her palms as he flipped her around to 
face the wall. Before she could recall the position he was 
going for, he was fingering her clit and sliding his dick inside 
of her. The climax hit her hard and strong. 

Stephan continued to give her long deep strokes, and by 
the second climax she was thrusting her hips back into him 
and begging him to fuck her harder not caring who heard the 


CEO of Montgomery Hotels. 
*K OK OK XK 


That evening Stephan and Chantal caught the last plane 
out of Jamaica. When they arrived home, Stephan briefed his 
parents on the showing. 

"So, Son, I hear you had a successful evening," his father 
commented when he and Chantal walked into the study. 

By his father's staid look, Stephan wasn't sure if he spoke 
about the showing or what had happened after it with Nicole. 

"Yes, Dad. Everything went great." Stephan focused on the 
showing not his foolish antics with his ex-girlfriend. Hopefully, 
the event itself held enough news and excitement not to print 
vicious lies about his and Chantal's marriage. He could've 
kicked himself twice for the public attempt to make his wife 
jealous. 

"IT was expecting you two sooner. I was surprised when 
Tyler called me and said you weren't coming in until nine 
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tonight." Concern etched into his father's features, causing 
lines on his forehead. "There weren't any problems were 
there?" 

"No, Dad. Everything turned out just like I planned." 
Stephan pinned his wife with a look and smiled. Turning back 
to his father, he said, "After the New Year when we release 
the last five pieces of the collection we held back from the 
showing, customers are going to go berserk, wanting to own 
a piece. Those five pieces are better than the ones in 
Jamaica. The ones from the showing were definitely beautiful 
pieces, but we used them as bait." He passed his father the 
financial sheets from the showing. 

"IT think it was a fine idea, Stephan." He was silent for a 
moment as he scanned the figures. "By these numbers, when 
those five come out, even the people who already have a 
piece of the collection are going to covet them." 

"I'm going to let one of the pieces be placed in all of the 
stores, except the store in Carmel. It does great business, but 
it is the smallest of all of them, and it doesn't pull in as much 
money as most. Besides, the one on Rodeo Drive will bring in 
a lot more people. I'm not going to allow the sale of any of 
them for six months. Enough time to cause people to begin 
thinking about what we have set up in six months for the next 
showing." 

"Son, the customers will go crazy. It's a fabulous idea. 
People from all over will be sending in offers to you by the 
truckload, trying to persuade you into selling. Be glad you're 
married, because some rich fathers love to tempt with offers 
of their daughter's hand and a piece of their business. Have 
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you decided which piece you're going to place in each store?" 
his father asked. 

Stephan didn't miss the look of pride filling his father's 
eyes, making the older man's gaze bright. 

"Yes, I have. The emeralds in Jamaica set." Stephan 
allowed his gaze to travel across the room to Chantal who 
was having a discreet conversation with his mother in plush 
chairs by the bookshelves. He remembered the day they 
spent together getting to know each other and making love. 
The memory of how dark her eyes would become when they 
were filled with passion, like two emerald orbs, was what 
convinced him to place that piece in that store. It was a 
symbol of their time together. 

Stephan continued when he heard his father clear his 
throat. "The rubies in Spain, sapphires in California, the 
amethyst here at the home store and the pink diamond in 
New York. Tomorrow, I'll have Denise send you a print out of 
official stats from Jamaica." 

"Son, what you've planned will bring in a lot of business. It 
warms my heart to see how well you have done." He stood up 
and gave his son a hug and firm pat on the back. "I haven't 
had one doubt about my retirement." 

Chantal and his mother walked over to them. The meeting 
was over and all of them would retire for the evening. 
Stephan placed his arm around Chantal's waist and turned to 
head out of the study. 

His father's words stopped them before they closed the 
door. "Nothing makes me more proud than seeing the two of 
you truly together." 

308 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


"Thank you, Mr. Lexington, it took us a while, but we 
finally got it straightened out," Chantal said. 

Stephan didn't miss the wink she'd given his mother. Nor 
his mother's broad grin in response as he pulled the door 
closed. He wasn't sure he wanted to know what secret 


message was being passed between the two women. 
* OK OK X* 


Hours later, she lay in Stephan arms. The room was quiet 
and Chantal assumed Stephan had drifted off to sleep hours 
before. 

"Chantal, you've been quiet since we got in the room. Is 
something on your mind?" 

He was right. She did have a lot on her mind. When they 
were downstairs, she kept hearing how his dad praised his 
business decisions and she couldn't help but think about her 
own family. 

"Chantal, are you thinking about your parents? Or us? Do 
you want me to go?" Stephan asked sitting up, the moonlight 
giving his face a soft glow. 

"No, I don't want you to go." Chantal looked up into her 
husband's concerned face. "It's not my parents I'm thinking 
about either. It's my aunt." Glancing away from him, she 
fingered the edge of the covers. 

"What about her?" 

Lifting her eyes to him, she could see the confusion on her 
husband's face, and she wanted him to understand about her 
and her aunt's relationship. "Stephan, ever since my parents 
died, my Aunt Marilyn has been all I've had left of a family." 
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"I know. That should have made you two close." 

Chantal thought about what Stephan said and remembered 
how she hoped and prayed for that during the first few 
months of her parents' death, but she had finally put it aside 
and realized they would never be close. "You would think, but 
that never happened." 

"IT think I'm beginning to understand now." He brushed 
strands of hair away from her face. "When you see how close 
my family and I are, you want the same thing between you 
and your aunt." 

"That's only part of it, Stephan." She sat up, pulling her 
knees to her chest. "I'd given up a long time ago on my aunt 
and I having a different relationship. What I would've loved 
more than anything was to hear her say she was proud of 
me. She's never told me that. Not when I graduated with high 
honors in high school or college. For years my aunt has 
taught me to breathe and live this company. And because she 
loved it so much, I learned to love it and give it everything, 
but not once did she tell me she was proud of me. Not one 
word." She felt the stream of tears running down her face, 
but she ignored them. 

Stephan's strong arms wrapped around her and pressed 
her against his chest. At that moment, she felt as if the years 
of hurt and pain from her aunt were lifted away from her by 
the security of his embrace, giving her comfort as the tears 
rocked through her body. 

Rocking her, he whispered soothing words. 
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Chantal leaned back, gazed into her husband's caring 
eyes, and knew what she needed, him. "Stephan, make love 
to me, please." 

Giving her a gentle kiss, he gave her what she wanted, 
once again to feel the connection they started in Jamaica. He 
made love to her slow and gentle, touching her soul with each 
stroke. Every caress he passed over her body felt like 
whispered promises of tomorrow, as if being cherished. Not 
even their cries of release disturbed the atmosphere of trust 
and commitment they'd created in the room. 

After it was over, Stephan spooned his body behind hers 
and wrapped his arm around her waist, placing his lips close 
to her ear. "I'm proud of you and I'm glad you're my wife, 
Chantal." 
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Seventeen 


Two weeks later, Chantal sat in her office with Douglas 
Holland, the owner of Club Sizzle, plus Liza and three people 
picked from Montgomery's marketing department. They had 
been giving Douglas the sales pitch on the proposal idea for 
about an hour. He hadn't uttered a word, just took everything 
in with a blank look on his face. Chantal would bet the man 
was sensational at poker. She didn't know if he was pleased 
by the idea presented to him or not. 

She kept her cool. If he didn't want a part of the project, 
she would find someone else. 

"And that Mr. Holland concludes our presentation." Chantal 
waited for him to finally respond. 

Mr. Holland continued to stare at the charts. "Take your 
time in reviewing everything. Let me know when you've made 
your decision or if you have questions." Chantal didn't want 
him to think she was anxious for his response, so she walked 
over to the others with a stack of papers and conversed 
softly. She kept herself calm, not allowing herself to become 
anxious about his response. 

"Okay, I like it," Mr. Holland announced, standing up from 
the couch and crossing the room to them. "To be honest, I'd 
been looking for a way to branch out. When do we start the 
building?" 

Chantal was ecstatic. 

Stepping closer she shook his hand to seal the deal. "I 
have a meeting with the board on Friday, and if it passes, 
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then I'll give you a call and have a messenger bring the 
contract over to you for your review with your lawyer. Once 
we get all the paperwork taken care of, we can set up a 
meeting, and I will show you your headquarters’ offices on 
the fifth floor." 

"That's fine. I just have two requests." 

Chantal kept herself cautious. She didn't know Mr. Holland 
well, but this was usually the part in a business deal where 
someone made an offer that could make or break the deal. 
She hadn't gotten the impression he was a sneaky 
businessman, but she'd learned her lesson about trusting 
anyone blindly in business. 

"They are?" She crossed her arm over her chest and 
waited. 

"IT know you only plan to open clubs in your overseas 
hotels, but I'd like you to consider allowing one to open up in 
Luxury New York." 

Chantal thought for a moment and didn't see a problem. 
She figured it would bring in more money for the company to 
dabble a little in New York's nightlife. "I think it could be 
arranged. What was your other request?" 

"Call me Dougie. It's what all my friends call me." 

Chantal smiled and clasped his hand once again. "Dougie it 
is." 

Chantal walked "Dougie" Holland to the elevator. On her 
way back to her office, she had a hard time containing the 
elation she felt. 
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Passing her secretary, she gave Tamala a thumbs up. Once 
inside, she closed the door and everyone still present began 
to send up shouts and cheers with her. 

"Now, we can't celebrate completely just yet." Chantal 
took a deep breath to calm herself. "We still have to get an 
approval from the board. That's going to be a harder sell than 
this one." 

"Do you think the members of the board will vote against 
you?" Holly Martin asked, a young girl in her mid-twenties, 
from the marketing team. 

"Not all of the members, Holly. Just Mr. Howling and his 
supporters." 

"You make it sound as if we all aren't working for the same 
team," Rob Sparks, a man in his late thirties, commented as 
they all gathered the marketing charts and prepared to leave. 

"Sometimes, it feels that way." Chantal knew she needed 
all of her ducks in a row when she went before the board. 
Everything had to be just right. Even though there were only 
a few men who voted with Howling, if any of the other board 
members saw flaws in what she was presenting, they would 
vote against the proposal. She came too far to let that 
happen. Moving behind her desk, she sat down. "Liza, how 
much time are you all going to need to have the final charts 
for the board meeting done?" 

Liza walked over to her desk. Chantal continued making 
notes on a pad. 

"Give us two days to finish and one more to perfect. I'll 
have them to you by eight o'clock Thursday morning," her 
friend confirmed. 
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"That's great. I'll have Tamala clear my morning schedule, 
so I can have enough time to review them and return them 
back to you by lunch if I see anything I'd like changed. If not 
then I'll hold them in my office for the board meeting the next 
day." 

"Works for me. We've been burning the midnight oil on 
this project since the beginning and another night or two 
won't make any difference." 

After everyone left Chantal's office, she stood and stepped 
over to her window to let out a long held breath. What she 
had been proposing to "Dougie" was a good idea, but in 
business today, a person learned quickly never to over or 
under estimate someone. The meeting with the club owner 
went as she had hoped. Friday's meeting would be another 
kind of battle all together. 

Glancing over her shoulder, she looked at all of the paper 
piled on her desk and decided she needed a break. It was 
almost lunchtime and she was missing her husband. 

Over the past few weeks she and Stephan had grown 
closer. There was still a long way to go, but both of them 
were trying now, so she had reason to be optimistic. Strolling 
back to her desk, she sat down. She looked at her terminal 
while she placed a call, remembering the poems she had 
saved. If she and Stephan continued to stay open with each 
other, maybe someday he would feel that way about her. 

"Are you free for lunch?" Chantal asked Stephan when his 
secretary transferred her call to his desk and he answered. 

"Now that's a sound that just makes my day to hear." 


315 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


"And what sound is that?" She enjoyed the lover's games 
they played, both physically and verbally. Because of the 
circumstances of their marriage, she and Stephan missed the 
dating part of their relationship. That time when most couples 
did those types of things. 

"The sound of your sexy voice, it gives me thoughts," he 
said in a husky tone. 

"What kind of thoughts?" 

Stephan began to whisper his intentions to her. Listening 
to her husband, she had no misunderstanding of what he was 
thinking. 

"I don't think you can say those types of things over the 
phone." She was breathless. His words conjured up vivid 
images. 

"Why don't you come down here and show me what a bad 
boy I've been." 

She laughed. "I'm coming down there because we have 
something to celebrate. But, your punishment is going to 
have to wait until later." 

"Alright, if you insist. I'll see you in a minute." 

After her phone call, she walked out of her office, making a 
quick stop at Tamala's desk to tell her to clear her Thursday 
morning schedule. 

"Only if there is an emergency call me on my cell phone," 
Chantal informed. That had changed with the growth of her 
and Stephan's relationship. Before she would have given 
permission to call her for any question or need. Not anymore. 

"Yes, ma'am," Tamala said, as she flipped through the 
desk calendar. 
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That said, Chantal went to meet her lunch date. 

When the elevator doors opened at Stephan's floor, he was 
standing there waiting for her. 

"I'm sorry this elevator is full," he said to the three other 
people who had been waiting with him. Then he pulled her 
into his arms for a soul-searing kiss, not even waiting for the 
doors to close. 

"T've been waiting for that all day," he said when their lips 
parted. 

"Well, I hope it was worth the wait?" She slid her arms 
around his shoulders. 

"It sure was. Would you like to know what else I've been 
waiting for?" he asked. 

"I believe you covered those on the phone." She laughed, 
feeling content being wrapped in her husband's arms. 

"Are you sure I covered it, because the elevator is a great 
place for a demonstration." His hands slid from her waist to 
the hem of the skirt as he began to work it upward, until he 
was caressing her thighs. 

Her clit began to throb at his touch. The desire to kick the 
red emergency halt button on the panel and make love with 
her husband right there against the elevator wall was 
tempting. Only thing stopping her was the arrest record she 
would have once the fire department showed up for the alarm 
being activated mischievously. With all the celebrities 
spending time in jail, she didn't have a chance. "I bet it is, 
but too bad we've arrived at our destination." Grinding her 
pelvis against his crotch, she smiled and walked out of the 
opening doors. 
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"Tease." 

Stephan made a sad puppy expression on his face as she 
dragged him from the elevator. They decided to walk to a 
small seafood deli a block away. 

"What do you have a taste for?" she asked him as they 
looked up at the menu board. 

Stephan leaned close to Chantal's ear. "Chantal 
Lexington's pussy." 

"Stephan." Heat rushed to her face as she turned into him 
and whispered, "I was talking about from the deli's menu." 

"You need to be more specific next time." 

Shaking her head, she placed her order. 

Laughing, Stephan followed suit. They found a table in the 


corner to eat. 
ee 


"So what are we celebrating?" Stephan asked after they 
sat down. He was curious as to what had his wife glowing. 
The more time he and Chantal spent with each other, the less 
threatened he felt by her commitment to her company. 

"Today, I had a meeting with Dougie." 

He lifted a single eyebrow. "Who's Dougie? And should I be 
worried?" 

"Only if you're a nightclub owner." She chuckled and 
placed a forkful of her grilled shrimp salad in her mouth as 
she oozed with excitement. 

"So this Dougie owns a nightclub, I take it?" When she 
nodded her head, Stephan asked, "So, what does a club 
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owner have to do with my wife being keyed up?" Stephan 
raised his other eyebrow. 

"Nothing important, except he agreed to join his club to 
Montgomery Hotels." 

"That's good?" 

Slapping her hand down on the table for emphasis, she 
said, "It is very good, Stephan. Once you hear everything, 
you're going to be as thrilled as I am." 

"Well, fill me in." Lifting his salmon Panini he began to eat. 

They ate and talked. 

"Hey, Stephan, how have you been?" someone called out 
to Stephan halfway through his wife's story. 

Stephan turned at the sound of the familiar male voice a 
couple of tables away from them and noticed a guy from 
college. "Trent? Long time no see." 

Trent got up and crossed the room to their table. "I've 
been around. Heard you were in Spain. How's the jewelry 
business going?" 

Stephan didn't know why Trent was trying to act as if they 
were best buds, far from it. 

"Very well, thanks for asking." Stephan really didn't want 
to know, but he asked anyway, "What have you been doing in 
the last few years." 

"I'm a police detective." 

Figures. He's just the guy you want protecting your 
neighborhood. The sarcastic thought entered Stephan's mind. 

"So, who is the beauty?" He nodded his head toward 
Chantal. 
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Stephan really didn't want to introduce him to his wife, but 
being blatantly rude was not his style. 

"This is my wife, Chantal. Chantal, this is Trent Kilburn an 
old college classmate." Hell would be giving out round trip 
summer vacation packages before he called him friend. 

Trent reached his hand out and shook Chantal's as they 
greeted each other briefly. 

"Well, I'm going to let you two lovely people get back to 
your lunch. It was interesting seeing you again, Stephan." 
With that said Trent went back to his table. 

Stephan waved the man off and was glad Trent hadn't 
ended the talk with let's keep in touch. That would have been 
more than Stephan could have stomached with his lunch 
already turning over in his stomach just from being around 
the man. 

"So, sweetheart, finish telling me about what the project 
entails," he said, bringing the conversation back around to 
what they were previously discussing. Pushing Trent away 
from his thoughts. 

He ate while his wife filled him in on her planning, research 
on hotel and club mergers and her proposal. They talked 
about the success of Club Sizzle. Then she concluded by 
telling him how successful the meeting went and Mr. Holland's 
nickname. 

"Tam impressed, my dear." He leaned over the table and 
the remains of their food and kissed her. 

"Well don't get too impressed because the board still has 
to approve it." Chantal picked up her sandwich and resumed 
eating. 
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"Don't worry, sweetheart. I think it's a great idea. But, 
don't forget, Chantal, if you feel that strongly about the 
proposal and you have done all your research and really think 
it could work, you always can go forth with the project, even 
if all of the board members don't approve." 

"I know, Stephan, but I'd hate to have to make that 
decision. A lot of them have come around since the 
beginning, and I'd abhor the job of pulling the rank card. 
Especially on something this big. It would be like a slap in the 
face to all of them who have stood behind me." 

Stephan reached his hand across the table to hers for 
support. "I know how you feel, honey. It's a wonderful 
proposal, and I don't think you will have to, but remember 
this is your company and you are the CEO. Don't forget that. 
Or the B.S.T.L.W.I.C." 

Her eyes widened as she looked at him with question. "Do 
I want to know?" 

"The beautiful sexy titillating leggy woman in charge as I 
like to think of you." 

Chantal's laughter was musical. "You're good for my ego." 

"I'm also good for—" 

She kissed him, stopping his words. 

Standing they cleaned off their table and left the deli. 

"Like I was saying before I was so sweetly interrupted." He 
wiggled his eyebrows and smiled. 

"If you're a good boy for the rest of the walk, I might show 
you some of my new tricks I've learned in the book," she 
whispered in his ear. Stepping away, her hips swayed to the 
lustful beat of his heart. 
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As they continued back down the street, Stephan held her 
hand enjoying the new relationship between him and his wife, 


oblivious to everyone else around them. 
* OK OK X* 


The rest of the week passed in a haze, while Chantal 
worked long hours at work. Stephan usually came back and 
they went to dinner at the headquarters’ restaurant. 

She covered and recovered every aspect of the proposal. 
She wanted to make sure she hadn't left any stone unturned. 

Friday morning arrived too soon. The first thing to be done 
at the meeting was old business, anything that should've 
been handled since the last meeting. Then came present 
company matters, things effecting everyday order of 
business. Next were shareholder concerns, complaints, and 
ideas. Lastly, they discussed hotel manager inputs, along with 
all of the hotels pertinent business. 

"Does anyone have any new business?" Grant Hubert 
asked. 

As Chantal watched him run the meeting, she wished she'd 
spent more time with him and got to know him better. 
Especially, since he had been a close friend of her fathers. 
However, he did a lot of traveling and usually was on 
teleconference for any important votes. He always e-mailed 
her with his hotel business. 

"Yes, I have a new business item," she announced to the 
board. 

"What is it this time? Would you like to move all of the 
package customers to the penthouse suite, so they could 
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have that once in a lifetime experience?" Mr. Howling 
mocked. 

By the comment, she could see Mr. Howling was going to 
be in rare form for this meeting. She came to expect that 
from him. When it had to do with her, he didn't know the 
meaning of professionalism. 

"That's not what I'm going to propose, Mr. Howling, but if 
you're putting that motion on the table, I'd be willing to 
second it." She allowed her mouth to stretch into a wide 
smile. 

No words came from Mr. Howling's mouth, but he looked 
irritated as if she'd already bored him. 

Disregarding him, she picked up the phone and buzzed the 
conference waiting room. Moments later, Liza and the rest of 
the proposal team came into the room and began to set-up 
the covered boards. 

When they finished and left, Chantal crossed the room to 
the charts, took a deep breath, and began. During the time 
she pitched her idea and moved from chart to chart, 
uncovering her findings and designs, the room was silent. She 
attempted not to look at the expressions on any of the other 
board member's faces for fear of disapproval. She put her all 
into the presentation. 

Her voice was clear and concise. The night before she gave 
Stephan the same presentation when he came to pick her up 
for dinner. She'd told him to think of any question he'd want 
to know about the project if he were on the board and 
expected to give his vote. They went over the presentation so 
thoroughly, that all of the restaurants in town had stopped 
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serving dinner, so they ended up making sandwiches at 
home. 

Now, she completed the presentation and answered all the 
questions tossed at her. She put the motion on the table. "I 
move we open four Club Sizzles in conjunction with Luxury 
Palaces and Luxury New York." Chantal had already told them 
about Dougie agreeing to enter into business with them and 
his request. During her presentation, she'd explained to them 
the benefits of a New York club. 

"Before we make such a drastic step, Chantal, don't you 
think we are trying to keep up with the new craze and fads of 
the pop culture? You of all people should know how fickle they 
can be." Mr. Howling couldn't let an opportunity go by without 
insulting her character, age and business sense. 

She chose to let the backhanded remark about her age go 
and stuck to the issues. "Mr. Howling, none of my research 
has shown that nightclubs are just a whim of the youth. If 
you look at the reports and statistics carefully, you will see 
that the constant rise in this business industry has been 
steadily climbing for years." 

"T've also seen how many of those clubs open up one day 
and close the next. They're like popcorn popping all over the 
city. Plus they cater to people who like to drink heavily, fight 
and peddle other things," Mr. Howling said in disgust. 

"Mr. Howling, a lot of those other clubs you see closing 
down, don't have the proper management running it." 

"And we do?" His eyes shot daggers at her, so she couldn't 
miss his point. 
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She was finding it extremely hard not to lose her temper. 
She knew he was just a mean old man set in his ways. 
However, she was only going to take so many slaps in the 
face. "I've been to Mr. Holland's club, and it speaks for itself. 
He has excellent taste and skill. We have classy hotels, and 
having a nightclub that caters to those types of people, where 
they feel free to let their hair down and enjoy a vacation, is 
not going to bring our image down." 

"What about the new customers?" he threw in leading back 
to his old argument about the background of the people at 
the hotel with the all-inclusive packages. 

"Just because people aren't rich doesn't mean they have 
no class." 

Before Mr. Howling could put out another argument, 
Chantal opened the motion again. "All in favor say aye." 

Ayes rang through the room. Chantal made a production of 
counting all of the raised hands aloud. 

"All opposed?" Chantal asked. 

Everyone turned to look at Mr. Howling awaiting his vote. 
It was a good merger everyone knew it, but the old man 
refused to vote in favor of it. 

"Nay," he said, holding his hand high for his solitary vote. 

Chantal smiled. "The ayes have it." 

There was a little discussion before the meeting was 
adjourned. After everyone left the conference room, Liza 
came back in. 

"So, are congratulations in order?" Liza asked. 
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"They are definitely in order, because we got the board 
approval." Excitement was pulsing through her veins like 
elixir. 

"Congratulations, I'll tell the team." Liza hugged her. "Mr. 
Howling really put up a fight didn't he?" 

"He tried to throw everything he could in the way, but 
nothing worked. It seemed as if the pettier he became, the 
more votes I won to my side. So by the time the motion was 
on the table, I received all of the votes, but his. I only won by 
two votes during my last proposal, so I guess I owe him some 
gratitude." 

"Well, at least everyone else knows a good idea when they 
hear one." Liza walked with Chantal to her office. 

"You know something, Liza, I know he thought it was 
good, but for some reason he just can't see himself voting 
with me on anything. Nevertheless, I'm going to move this 
company forward with or without him. Especially, since the 
rest of the board members are willing to follow my leadership 
now." 

"I'm ecstatic. Now, about the personal project you're 
working on?" Liza gave Chantal a knowing look. 

She smiled. "It's going better than I ever expected. 
Everyday Stephan and I are learning more about each other 
and growing closer." 

"So, have you told him you love him?" 

Chantal sat behind her desk and sighed. "I don't think he's 
ready to hear that yet. We still need more time." 

"More time for what?" Liza put her hands on her hips and 
waited. 
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Chantal glanced down at her hands, then back at her 
friend. "I know he cares about me, but I want to know he 
loves me. Not that he's just making the best out of a bad 
situation with good sex. Damn good sex." She moaned and 
fanned herself. 

"That's a big question." 

"All I know is, I want us to feel like we're married in every 
sense of the word." 

"Remember damn good sex." Liza smirked. "I'd say you 
already completed that part." 

"Ha-ha. Not in that way. I don't really know how to explain 
it. Right now, I just feel like we're two separate people. 
Outside of when we're together physically, I feel like he has 
his world and I have mine." 

"Well, just keep your head up. If what you all have going 
for you isn't broke, then don't fix it. The rest will work itself 
out," Liza said as she headed toward the door. 

"You have always been the voice of wisdom. You're too old 
for your age." 

"People can think I'm fifty as long as I can keep looking 
this good." She did a few model poses, showing off her body. 

Laughing, she instructed Liza, "Once again, tell the team 
thanks and let them know that before we get started with the 
major work, they all have a paid week off." 

Liza clapped her hands together. "Does that include me?" 

"It sure does." 

"Nice. I need to see if I can find a little companionship for 
it." She shimmied her shoulders and strolled out the door 
humming. 
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Tyler had better watch out, because her friend was coming 
for him. 

She buzzed Tamala to come to her office. 

When her secretary came in, she gave her the meeting 
minutes to type. "Get in touch with Mr. Holland, who would be 
expecting your call, and set up a meeting with him for 
Monday morning. Also contact the contractor we used for the 
hotel and schedule a meeting for the early part of next week." 

The swift scratching of Tamala's pen across her paper filled 
the momentary silence. 

Knowing Tamala would see herself out, Chantal started on 
the paperwork on her desk. When a few moments passed and 
Tamala was still standing there, Chantal looked up, thinking 
she might have forgotten something. 

"Is there something you need, Tamala?" 

"Not really." She fidgeted with the edge of her tablet. 

That's a new gesture. 

"There's something I've been meaning to talk to you 
about, Mrs. Lexington." Tamala's squirming increased. 

She'd never seen her secretary looking or acting so 
uneasy. 

Putting her pen down, Chantal gave her complete 
attention. "I'm listening, Tamala." 

"Mrs. Lexington, I've been wanting to tell you something 
for about two weeks now, but I didn't know how you were 
going to take it." Tamala's eyes lowered to her tablet, then up 
again. 

Chantal didn't say anything. Giving the woman a chance to 
get out what was on her mind. 
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"Ma'am, I know how you feel about company relationships. 
I want you to know it was never my intention to get involved 
with anyone here." 

"Continue," Chantal said when Tamala stopped talking and 
looked at her. Chantal kept her expression blank. She wanted 
to hear what her secretary had to say before she passed 
judgment. 

"I've been seeing someone for about six months now. We 
did our best to keep it a secret and out of the office." 

"What happened?" 

"Nothing has happened, yet." 

"Yet?" Chantal asked anticipating bad news. 

"Well, this guy has asked me to marry him and I said yes, 
but if we get married, everyone will know we met here and 
have been dating. I know it'll probably look bad, because I'm 
your secretary." 

Chantal was excited for her, but she did not want to let her 
joy show until she had all of the facts. By her own example, 
she didn't really have major issues with interoffice romance. 
Only those that became counter productive to the work 
environment. Her only caution was that she didn't want one 
of her executives or someone from the board taking 
advantage of Tamala. She was especially cautious since the 
Parker incident. 

Her chair squeaked as she leaned back. "Who's the person 
you're going to marry?" 

"It's Thomas Moore." An instant glow was apparent in 
Tamala's gaze. 

"Thomas?" 
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"One day, we happened to meet each other at a party of 
some mutual friends and we started to talk and hit it off. I 
hope that you aren't upset. Neither one of us planned for this 
to happen. We just fell in love. If you no longer want me to 
work for you, I understand." 

Chantal moved on to the most important question. "How 
do Thomas and Xavier get along?" 

"They're perfect together." She smiled then. "Xavier's 
father ran out on me soon after I had my son, so he has 
never really had a father figure except for my brother, who 
lives down in Suffolk. Thomas and he clicked as soon as 
Xavier found out that he played football in college." 

"Well, Tamala, I am happy for you. Thomas is a great guy, 
and I know he will be good to you." Chantal came around the 
desk and gave her secretary a hug. "When is the wedding 
date?" 

"It's set for the end of this spring." 

"Let me know if you need any help with anything," Chantal 
said when Tamala headed out of her office with a bounce in 
her step. 

"T will." Tamala closed the door behind her. 

She was so happy to know that Thomas and Tamala had 
made a love match. Returning to her desk, she worked 
without interruptions for the rest of the morning. By the time 
lunch came around, she realized she was famished. She was 
too nervous this morning about the board meeting and hadn't 
eaten anything. She decided to have lunch with her husband 
to celebrate. 
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She made a few phone calls down to the restaurant, then 
left calling over her shoulder to Tamala that she would be 
taking an extended lunch. As she rode the elevator down, she 
marveled at how love being in the air caused hormones to 
race in everyone. 

When she exited the elevator on the Lexington Jewelry 
floor, she walked down the long hallway to her husbands' 
office. 

"Well, good afternoon, Mrs. Lexington." Stephan's 
secretary Mrs. Cross's bright smile lit up her face, when she 
looked up and saw Chantal. 

It wasn't often Chantal visited her husband's office, but 
when she did Mrs. Cross was always pleasant. 

"Hello, Mrs. Cross. Is it possible that my husband is in?" 

"You just caught him. He's speaking with Mrs. Dease at the 
moment, but he should be just about through if you would 
like me to buzz him?" Mrs. Cross already began reaching for 
the phone. 

"Yes, I would." 

After speaking into the phone for a few moments, Mrs. 
Cross hung up. "He'll be right out." 

"What's on my husband's schedule for the rest of the day?" 
Chantal asked. 

"Nothing. He'd planned to complete some things in the 
workshop." 

At that moment, Stephan's door opened and Denise came 
walking out. "Hi, Ms. Lexington. He said to come on in." 
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"Thank you, Denise. By the way, I wanted to tell you, I 
thought you did an excellent job organizing and hosting the 
showing. Stephan told me how much work you put into it." 

Denise held a radiant smile on her chocolate-cherry 
colored face. She was a petite woman, with shoulder length 
hair full of body. She was chic in her business style of dress, 
always looking as if she just stepped out of Essence 
magazine. 

"Thank you. I did work hard on it, because it was my first 
assignment and I wanted to do my best. Stephan gave it to 
me even though I had only assisted one other project before. 
I loved the challenge." 

Chantal could see the excitement written all over the other 
woman's face. Stephan had told her, his father had noticed 
the potential in Denise, and he encouraged him to use her. 
The choice to place her as project head was not in vain. "Well, 
I'm glad to see all of your hard work paid off." 

"So am I. Well I'll let you go see your husband and I'm off 
to work on the next project." Denise clutched the stack of 
folders to her chest. They said their good-byes and parted 
company. 

Strutting into her husband's office, Chantal closed the door 
behind her. 

"Well you're a sight for sore eyes." Stephan got up from 
his desk, walked over to her, and pulled her into his arms. 

"Am I now?" She brought her lips in contact with his 
advancing ones. 
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After their lips finally parted, he asked, "So, how did your 
meeting go? I had plans to call you this morning, but time 
slipped away." 

"I got the approval. We're projecting that the clubs will be 
ready to open by the Fourth of July. Just in time for us to 
have a grand opening filled with fireworks." 

"I knew you could do it. I'm so proud of you." Squeezing 
her tight, he swung her around. "So, when can we start to 
celebrate?" he asked his lips headed toward Chantal's again. 

Before they could make contact, there was a knock. 

"Not yet." She wiggled out of her husband's embrace to 
answer the door. "You all can set everything up right there," 
Chantal told the entourage of people who filed into Stephan's 
office like a parade. 

By the time the servers walked out, there was a red and 
white picnic blanket spread across the floor. On top of it laid 
platters filled with finger sandwiches, fruit, mini cakes and a 
bottle of sparkling cider chilling in a bucket of ice with two 
crystal flutes beside it. 

She and Stephan removed their suit jackets and Chantal 
slipped out of her heels before they joined each other on the 
blanket for lunch. 

"You're just full of surprises." He reached for the cider 
bottle and filled their glasses. "No champagne for a 
celebration such as this?" 

"We do have to return to work after this lunch. Besides, 
I'm still trying to get over the drinks I had during my 
bachelorette party." 
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"Well, at least I don't have to worry about you becoming 
an alcoholic in your old age." He handed her a glass then 
picked up the other one and made a toast. "To Lexington and 
Montgomery, may we continue to grow personally and 
professionally." 

The clinking of glass against glass announced the 
agreement of the toast, before they drank. 

She hoped what he pronounced over them would come 
true. It took them so long to finally get it together where their 
relationship was concerned, she didn't want anything to mess 
it up. 

They ate and discussed the plans for the clubs and his 
latest design he was working on. She told him about Thomas 
and Tamala. The entire time, she marveled at how 
comfortable she and her husband had become with each 
other. 

After a while, she moved to sit beside him and turned the 


lunch on a more personal level. 
*K OK OK OK 


Stephan was surprised, but not put off by his wife's 
advances. Chantal was a passionate woman, but normally he 
was the one who made the first move. He was willing to sit 
back and allow his wife to lead. 

She picked up a ripe piece of cantaloupe and slowly rubbed 
it across his bottom lip. When he opened his mouth, she put 
the fruit between her teeth and brought their mouths 
together for a kiss. 
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He took his half of the fruit into his mouth. The kiss ignited 
with fruity passion. The cantaloupe was so ripe it dissolved in 
the heat of their kiss. The kiss continued long after the fruit 
was gone. 

His hands entwined in her hair, while her arms wrapped 
around his neck, bringing her upper body in contact with his. 

"Don't start something you're not prepared to finish," he 
told her, when the kiss finally ended, his breathing labored 
from lack of oxygen to his lungs. 

"I'm more than prepared." She hammered her point home 
when she got up and locked his door. On her way back she 
began to unbutton her blouse with each step she took. 

He got the point. 

When she rejoined him, he assisted her in removing her 
blouse and bra, then laid her down on the blanket. He then 
moved the platter of fruit closer to them and began to make 
his wife's upper body into a fruit salad. After placing the fruit 
strategically on his wife, he brought his mouth down to enjoy 
all of the nectars accessible to him. 

He rejoiced in the erotic treat. 

By the time he finished, he and Chantal were both 
quivering with unbridled need. 

She slipped his tie off and then tore his shirt open sending 
buttons scattering across the floor as her mouth made 
contact with his bare chest. Her hands and mouth a sweet 
torture. 

"Stephan, I want you now." Her hands moved down with 
urgency to his belt and pants, undoing them. 
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When she grasped his throbbing dick and proceeded to 
massage it, he was pushed to the breaking point. Wrapping 
her legs around his waist, he stood up, rushed across the 
room to his desk and cleared the papers with one swipe of an 
arm, laying her down on the smooth wood. 

She gazed up at him with passion filled emerald eyes. 

"T've had fantasies about having you like this in one of our 
offices. Does it scare you?" 

"No. I've had the same thought." She brought his lips 
down to hers keeping the fire burning between them. 

He pushed her skirt up and helped her wiggle out of her 
panties. Spreading her thighs, he didn't have to test her for 
readiness. The creamy wetness coating her pussy was 
evidence enough. Without wasting another minute, he drove 
his hips forward, entering his wife's slick heat. 

They kept a frenzied pace until he felt her body shudder 
and quake with climax. He joined her in ecstasy. 

He rested his head on Chantal's chest until he regained 
control of his breathing. The rapid pace of her heartbeat beat 
in time with his. As he listened to the rhythmic beating, it 
seemed as if her heart was trying to convey a message to 
him, but for the life of him, he couldn't grasp what it was 
saying. Through her actions, he could tell she had strong 
feelings for him, but was it love? He knew he loved her, but 
he also understood the timing wasn't right to tell her. They 
needed more time. They were just starting to move in the 
same direction, and he didn't want to scare her off with that 
kind of confession. 
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"You're not dead are you, Stephan?" she asked stroking 
his back through his tattered shirt. 

"No, I'm not dead, even though I think you tried to kill 
me." He stood up and looked into his wife's face, as she lay 
sprawled on his desktop. "But, it would've been a sweet way 
to go." 

Grabbing her hands, he helped her up from the desk. 

"So you're not complaining?" She kissed him on her way to 
his bathroom. 

"Definitely, not complaining. We can have lunch like this 
anytime." His voice followed her into the bathroom. As he 
righted his clothing, he realized a few of his buttons were 
missing from his shirt. He was thankful he always kept 
clothing in his office closet. Many times, he'd worked late and 
needed to change for a dinner engagement. However, most of 
the time it had to do with him working all night in the 
workshop and having to shower and dress at work. 

"Well I need to get back to work. I have a ton of things on 
my desk." She came out of the bathroom looking as if she'd 
just come from a business luncheon, instead of a nooner with 
her husband. 

"T know the feeling." He walked over to her. "I really 
enjoyed lunch. I can't wait until dinner." He gave her a kiss 
goodbye that deepened as their passion began to ignite once 
again. 

He walked to his desk and started to pick up the fallen 
papers from the floor. "Aren't you forgetting something?" His 
voice stopped her as she started for the door. 
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She didn't need to turn to see what he held, instead she 
said, "It'll give you something to think about the rest of the 
day. Maybe you'll have an idea for dessert." Reaching the 
door, she turned and winked at him then left closing the door 
behind her. 

Leaving him standing in the middle of his office with a 
smile on his face and her underwear in his hands. 
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Eighteen 


The next few months passed in a haze as Chantal worked 
nonstop on the Luxury nightclub project. The committee had 
decided to name them Luxury Pizzazz. By the middle of June, 
the structural part of the clubs had been ready leaving only 
the interiors to be completed. At the end of June, everything 
was complete. She and Dougie spent many weekends flying 
to each of the hotels to make sure everything went as 
planned. 

They made more trips to Jamaica than any of the others. It 
seemed as if one thing or another was going wrong there. 
They had a difficult time finding someone who was compatible 
with their managing style. With a few days left, they finally 
settled on one. 

Stephan allowed Tyler to divide his time between 
Lexington and the clubs. He and Cedric Andrews, 
Montgomery's PR man, worked together on the guest list and 
public releases. 

Chantal was full of excitement. Not just because 
everything was falling into place for business, but also she 
and Stephan were truly becoming man and wife. She couldn't 
be any happier with their relationship. The only thing she 
would change, was the fact Stephan still hadn't told her how 
he felt about her. She could see he enjoyed their marriage as 
much as she did, but she didn't know if he loved her. 

Liza and Tyler were making just as much progress 
together, but neither one of them would visit the subject of 
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marriage. Liza had told her many times, she and Tyler didn't 
want to spoil what they had. It broke Chantal's heart Liza still 
thought she didn't measure up. However, she had faith that 
Tyler's love would help her friend to get over it one day. 

Another pain in her heart was the fact her aunt's 
relationship had become just as strained. The few times they 
had talked, it had been brief. She couldn't believe Aunt 
Marilyn still harbored animosity about having to give the 
company up. Over the last couple of months, she'd left many 
messages for her aunt at the house, but none of them were 
answered. She called Mrs. Carol once a week to make sure 
her aunt was doing okay. Other than what Liza's mom 
reported she knew nothing. She had decided after the clubs 
opening on the Fourth of July she was going over to the 
house to visit Aunt Marilyn. Her aunt could ignore her on the 
phone, but she refused to let the same thing happen in 
person. 

There were a few days left before she would be on a plane 
headed to Luxury Palace Italy, for the opening. The remaining 
clubs would open the following week. Everything seemed to 
be flowing smoothly. It was hard to foresee anything going 


wrong. 
* OK OK X* 


Chantal's heart beat with anticipation as the plane made 
its approach toward the gate at the airport in Italy. She knew 
tomorrow would be her day. It had finally arrived. After 
tomorrow, she'd have finally made her mark on the world of 
business in grand style. She didn't believe for one moment, 
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she was being overly confident. It was her hour. She had put 
everything into this project, and it screamed success. 

Looking away from the window, she glanced at Stephan 
seated next to her. The sense that her life was coming 
together at last overwhelmed her. She was proud of the 
endeavors she made in the business world, but their 
relationship was the biggest accomplishment. 

He still hadn't professed his love to her, but she decided 
after the opening tomorrow she would tell him of her love. His 
strong feelings toward her were evident. He always treated 
her with kindness and the utmost respect. 

For now, it was enough for her. She could wait for the rest. 

Pauline, a buxom red head and Dougie's date, looked out 
the limousine window and said, "This place is fabulous." 

"You haven't seen anything yet, wait 'til we get to the 
hotel. It is in a secluded place, but the landscape is 
gorgeous," expressed Liza. 

No one else spoke for the rest of the ride to the hotel. All 
six passengers seemed to be meditating on their own 
thoughts about the coming evening. A respect of silence 
flowed through the car. 

They arrived at the hotel and checked into their rooms, 
making no plans except to get plenty of rest. The opening 
was tomorrow, and everyone expected it not to end until 
early morning. There would be no other time to sleep off the 
jet lag. 


* KK X* 
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When Chantal exited the bathroom in a robe after her 
shower, she was Surprised to see the room lit by candlelight. 
Stephan moved a table from the sitting room and decorated 
it. The white linen tablecloth glowed gold in candlelight. 
Chrome covered dishes laden the tabletop. Rose petals 
surrounded the plates, floor, and the rest of the petals were 
scattered across the sheets. 

She looked around the room, but didn't see her husband. 

"Are you looking for me, sweetheart?" 

Following the sound of his voice, she turned and located 
him standing in the doorway leading to the patio, with one 
long stem white rose in his hand. 

Chantal didn't move as Stephan came walking into the 
room toward her. 

"I noticed you were too excited to eat much on the plane. 
So, I took the liberty of having a little something brought up." 
"A little something." She let her eyes take in the rooms' 

accoutrements again. "Stephan, it is absolutely beautiful." 

He placed a kiss on the rose then handed it to her. "You 
are the beautiful one." 

At the table, they both sat and ate a meal of smoked veal 
cutlets, asparagus in a butter sauce and rice pilaf. 

During the meal, they spoke of insignificant things, 
neither, breaking the spell on the evening with talk of 
business. 

"T didn't realize how hungry I was," she commented, laying 
her fork down on the empty plate. 

Stephan got up from the table and turned on some music. 
"May I have this dance?" Chantal was taken back to a time 
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before business, a time of innocence and the song "If you ask 
me to," the remake of Patti Labelle's song by another artist in 
the early nineties. 

"Stephan, you remember my prom?" She savored the 
feeling of being in her husband's arms. 

"How could I forget? My toes are thankful you have 
improved." 

Both of them laughed with the memory. 

"You have grown in a lot of ways since then," he told her, 
clasping her hand to his chest. 

She nodded. "In some ways, I'm thankful. In others I wish 
I had a little more time." 

"IT understand what you mean. I wish sometimes I could 
start some things over." His arm tightened around her waist. 

"What would you start over?" She gazed into his dark 
eyes, Curious. 

"Us. I made so many mistakes and wasted so much time. 
If I could do it over, I'd do it differently." 

Her breath hitched. She hadn't anticipated that response. 
"Yeah, we did have a rough start in the beginning. But, I like 
to think that all of our mistakes just make us more 
appreciative of what we have now." 

He kissed her gently. By the time Celine Dion's voice faded 
with the last lyric the passion hung heavy in the room. 

Lifting her into his arms, he carried her over to the bed 
and removed her robe then began an excursion to find all of 
the secret places on her body and set her aflame. 

His hands and mouth were everywhere. Stephan seemed 
bent on giving her gratification. Every time she tried to 
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reciprocate, he would move her hands out of the way. His 
talents and skills continued until she reached two orgasms. 

When her mind and body returned to a normal level, he 
covered them with a blanket and wrapped her in his arms. 

Turning her head, she looked at him over her shoulder. 
"Why didn't you let me satisfy you?" The visual evidence of 
how hard he had been had not escaped her notice. 

"I just wanted to please you tonight, Chantal," he 
answered, kissing the curve of her shoulder. "I received my 


pleasure in you." 
* KK X* 


The club's entrance was packed. There were people from 
everywhere. Reporter's bulbs flashed repeatedly while 
Chantal and Dougie stood at the door. Everyone waited for 
them to cut the ribbon. The crowd's anticipation caused 
currents of electricity to pulse in the atmosphere. 

"I would like to thank all of you for coming to celebrate 
this grand opening with us," she began. She didn't write out a 
long drawn out speech, she figured the club was more than 
enough to speak for itself. 

"So, without further ado, Montgomery and Holland bring 
you Luxury Pizzazz," Dougie announced as he and Chantal 
grabbed the ribbon and cut it simultaneously, raising the two 
pieces up and stepping back so everyone could enter. 

She could hear the music start as the crowd flowed in. The 
club filled up with guests from the hotel, along with locals and 
reporters selected by Cedric and Tyler. 
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The place was a buzz of energy. Waiters passed out 
champagne and hors d'oeuvres to the people while they 
danced, laughed and enjoyed themselves. 

"Look at them, Dougie. We did it," she said as she gazed 
around the room. Chantal laughed at the fact that even some 
of the stuffed shirts from the board seemed to be having a 
good time. 

"We sure did. All of the clubs are going to do great. People 
will be talking about our clubs for a long time. Others will be 
traveling all over to experience it for themselves." 

Watching as reporters interviewed the guests and took 
notes on the celebration, she couldn't wait to see tomorrow's 


headlines. 
*K K KK 


At two o'clock in the morning, the celebration was still in 
full swing when the club's manager, Michele Leonardi, came 
and pulled her off to the side. 

"Chantal, /a polizia are at the door, and they want to talk 
to you," Michele said, her voice laced with her native tongue's 
accent. 

Wondering what was going on, she went to see them 
expecting them to request she turn the music down. She 
doubted they wanted to tell her the music was too loud. The 
hotel wasn't close enough to town for someone to be 
disturbed by it. 

"I'm Chantal Lexington the owner of this hotel and club. 
What seems to be the problem?" she asked, arriving at the 
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door. She was shocked to see there were at least ten officers 
outside for what must be a routine check. 

"Sono Pacelli de Ufficiale, Sig.ra Lexington, abbiamo una 
garanzia per ricercare gli edifici," one of the officers said in 
Italian to her, as he held up a piece of paper. 

What the officer said was too advanced for her minuscule 
knowledge of Italian. Turning to Michele, she asked for her 
assistance in translating. 

"He said, he is Officer Pacelli and he has a warrant to 
search," Michele interpreted. 

"I don't have a problem with you searching the place, but 
I'd like to know what you're looking for," Chantal inquired. 

"Non ho un problema con lei per ricercare il luogo, ma 
amerei per sapere cio' che suo e’ di oercare." Michele 
translated her question to Pacelli. 

"Abbiamo ricevuto una chiamata prima questa sera che ci 
crano dell'essere di droghe ha svenduto del club." Annoyance 
was evident in Pacelli's clipped tone. 

Concern etched Michele's features. "The officer said they 
received a call earlier this evening that there were drugs 
being sold out of the club." 

"Drugs? That's crazy!" Chantal prayed it was a mix up in 
the translation. "Someone gave them false information." 

Michele turned back to Pacelli. "Le droghe? Cio' e' matto! 
Forse era un falso tempo?" 

Pacelli eyed Chantal, then lifted and dropped his shoulders. 
"Siamo tuttavia la risposta per controllare esso fuori." 

"They still are responsible for checking it out," Michele 
explained. 
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"T understand." Chantal sighed; a foreboding feeling hung 
around her shoulders like a shawl. "You may come in. I just 
ask you to be as inconspicuous as possible and not disturb 
the guests." 

Michele translated Chantal's request. 

"Faremo nosto meglio." 

"They will do their best," Michele confirmed. 

Pacelli returned to his men and spoke to them before they 
entered the nightclub. 

It was hard for them to blend into the crowd with their 
uniforms on. Some people continued to converse and party, 
but most of the guests watched and whispered about what 
could possibly be happening. 

"What's going on, Chantal?" Stephan asked when he 
appeared with Tyler and Liza beside her. 

"Supposedly, someone reported there were drugs being 
sold here," she explained, finding it hard to even say the 
words. 

"Drugs?" the three echoed in unison. 

When Dougie arrived, Chantal briefed him. He was just as 
blown away as everyone. 

"There are only two reasons something like this would 
happen. One, because the club is a cover for tax purposes or 
two, because someone else is attempting to bring down a 
business." Dougie shook his head. "But it doesn't make sense 
for someone to do it to a hotel club, especially this club." 

Thirty minutes passed before Pacelli approached her with a 
brown paper bag in his hand. 


347 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


Michele still by Chantal's side told her, "They want you to 
go down to the station for a few questions." 

"What for?" Chantal was trying hard to keep herself calm, 
but she was finding it hard to accomplish with her heart 
racing and the nauseous feeling taking over the pit of her 
stomach. 

One of the officers asked the DJ to turn off the music and 
began to give the guests instructions. 

Many of the guests grumbled in confusion because of the 
language barrier, until one of the hotel staff members 
explained the officers' request to them. 

After a few moments of conversation between Michele and 
Pacelli, Michele turned to her, "He said he would prefer to 
discuss it down at the station." 

"Venga con mi, Sra. Lexington." 

Chantal didn't need translation when the officer grabbed 
her arm and escorted her out of the club; his message was 
loud and clear. She was being taken to the station and 
possibly arrested. Worried she searched out her husband. 

Quick stepping beside her as the officer pulled her away, 
Stephan said, "We're right behind you." 

Bulbs flashed in all directions, as she was escorted to the 
police car, thankfully without cuffs, as she kept her head held 
high for the cameras, even though she felt like crying inside. 

Looking out the car window toward the club she saw Nicole 
standing in the throng of people, waving at her with a smile 


as the police siren whined and drove away. 
*K OK OK OK 
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It amazed Chantal how noisy the police station seemed 
compared to the club. She sat in an office alone waiting for 
someone to come and tell her if she was going to jail. Praying 
she was entitled to make a phone call like in America. Mr. 
Howling was next highest share holder, and he just may get 
his chance to get rid of her. Once and for all, she thought with 
dread. 

"Honey, are you okay?" Stephan came walking into the 
room with an officer Chantal hadn't met before. 

She ran into her husband's arms, relieved the police 
allowed him to come to the investigation area. "I'm okay. I'm 
just scared and confused." She bit the inside of her lip to 
keep from crying. 

"Everything will be okay." He held her for a few more 
moments. 

"Mrs. Lexington, I'm Bagloi, head of La Causa di 
Enforcement di Droga italiana." 

Stepping out of her husband arms, she gave Bagloi a 
perplexed looked to show him she didn't understand the 
language. 

Bagloi smiled. "The Italian Drug Enforcement Agency. This 
is what my officers found." 

When she returned to the seat across from his desk, he 
dumped out the contents of the bag on top. 

Individually wrapped bags of marijuana fell across his 
desk. 

She couldn't believe what she was seeing. "Officer Bagloi, I 
hope you believe me when I say I don't know anything about 
it?" 
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"I do. After you left the club, we had our drug dogs sniff 
the place." 

"Please don't tell me there's more." The queasy feeling 
was beginning to crawl up into her throat. 

"No, there wasn't any more. Matter of fact, the only place 
the dogs smelled any residue was on the jar of olives this was 
laying on. They also found the scent in one of the cars in the 
employee parking lot of the hotel." 

"Whose car?" Stephan asked anxiously, taking the empty 
seat beside her. 

"You know a gentleman by the name of Frank Kelly?" 

"If I'm not mistaken he is one of the bus boys at the club." 
Earlier in the day, she had made it a point to shake hands 
and meet all the staff, as was her trademark. She 
remembered his name, but nothing else. 

"When we brought him in for questioning, we passed him 
by the kennel where we keep the dogs when they're on duty 
and not patrolling. They went crazy trying to get at him. That 
was enough for him to start singing like a song bird." The 
officer laughed. 

"So, is my wife free to go?" Stephan started to rise out of 
his seat. 

"Not yet, Mr. Lexington." Bagloi raised his hand, halting 
her husband's movement. 

"You said the guy confessed." Chantal felt as if the 
nightmare would never end. 

"He did confess. He told us the drugs were shipped to him 
from out of the country. He even gave us a name of the guy 
that contacted him." 
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"So have you spoken with his contact?" Stephan inquired. 

"Yes, we have. Have you ever been to Jamaica, Mrs. 
Lexington?" 

"Of course, I've been to Jamaica. I have a hotel that's 
located there." Chantal didn't know what her hotel business 
had to do with the drugs. 

"Do you know a man by the name of Simon Baker?" 

"I sure do. He works for Luxury Pizzazz Jamaica. He's my 
club manager." 

"Do you know what type of marijuana this is?" Bagloi held 
up a single tightly wrapped clear baggie. 

"T don't know anything about drugs. Except for what I see 
on television and I don't watch much of that," she confessed. 

"Well, there are certain products found in different types of 
marijuana. It's those elements that tell where it's produced 
and grown. Our analysis department confirmed this marijuana 
is Jamaican. We had the Jamaican police pick him up. They 
spoke with Mr. Baker and informed us that over the last three 
months you've made at least eleven trips to Jamaica. On your 
last trip over you asked him to mail a package to the Luxury 
hotel here in care of Frank Kelly. They're both willing to swear 
to it in court." 

What! Her mind shouted. Furious, she informed the officer, 
"The only reason I made so many trips is because I was 
having a difficult time finding a manager for—" 

Stephan cut her off before she gave her full explanation, 
his voice deep and strong. "Officer Bagloi, are you trying to 
tell us my wife is going to need a lawyer?" 
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"All of the evidence seems to be pointing at your wife, sir." 
Bagloi let his statement hang in the air for a moment. "But to 
tell you the truth, Mr. Lexington, the pointed finger isn't very 
accurate." 

"So, what are you saying?" Stephan grabbed her hand. 

"We think your wife is being set up," Bagloi declared. 

"Set-up—?" 

"Who would want to—?" 

She and Stephan spoke at the same time. 

"We don't know. We'd hope you could shed some light on 
it for us. Do you know anyone who'd like to see you ruined?" 

Chantal started to shake her head no, but Stephan 
squeezed her hand and said, "A year ago my wife fired one of 
her board members." 

Understanding her husband's line of thought, she asked. 
"Stephan, do you really think he would go this far for 
revenge?" 

"If I may ask, why did you fire him?" Officer Bagloi sat on 
the corner of his desk. 

"I found out he'd been embezzling money from the 
company." 

"Would he have connections in Jamaica?" 

"He was in charge of the hotel." Chantal told the officer 
everything. 

"By what you tell me, I can almost be certain he may be 
behind this. Kelly and Baker will do some time, but if we can't 
get them to implicate Parker and anyone else involved, then 
we're at a dead end. There's no way we can arrest this Parker 
on circumstantial evidence. He wouldn't even need a good 
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lawyer to get him off. I wish I had better news to tell you, but 
without more of a lead we may have to charge you. It is your 
hotel, and they were your employees." Bagloi left the 
comment hanging in the air. 

"If Kelly and Baker aren't talking and they're in jail, what 
makes you think anyone else will?" Stephan's voice sounded 
just as worried as she felt. 

"The only thing that's keeping Kelly and Baker quiet is 
money. They've probably hid their pay off somewhere, until 
they get out in a few years. But, someone else will talk 
sooner or later." 

"What makes you so confident?" She couldn't see any way 
out of this, and it scared her. 

"There's one thing about a secret." 

"What is that?" she asked, feeling as if the dread hanging 
around her shoulders before was starting to circle her neck 
and choke her making her breathing difficult. 

"There is no such thing. It will eat someone up so bad to 
hold it inside. So you can best believe at least one other 
person knows or will soon know." 

After three hours of questioning Chantal was free to go. A 
night, which started out with so many expectations, ended in 


a disaster. 
*K KK XK 


Stephan paced his office. It had been three weeks since 
they returned from Italy and his wife still hadn't returned to 
her old self. Every time they spoke to Officer Bagloi, there 
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wasn't any more news. Bagloi told them his department was 
still not any closer than they had been. 

He felt helpless and he didn't like the feeling, especially 
when it concerned Chantal. It was his job to protect his wife. 
He could no longer sit around and hope the police found the 
evidence. Parker was behind it, and if it took his ripping the 
man to pieces, he was going to get the truth. 

The dejected expression on Chantal's face the next day 
when they got home broke his heart. In the airport, the 
newspapers were everywhere, her face splashed on the front 
page. The article titled, "Montgomery Princess Questioned 
about Drugs in Club." His pride in her swelled as he watched 
her walk through the airport exuding confidence and daring 
people to question her, when he knew she was scared and 
worried. 

When they got home that night, she cried silently while he 
held her. In the morning, she left the house with her gray 
cloud following her, refusing to talk about it. 

He was thankful that her hotel hadn't suffered, just 
experienced a few minor setbacks. 

"You wanted to see me, boss?" Denise asked, tapping on 
his open office door. 

"Have a seat, we're waiting on Tyler. Then I'll let you know 
why I wanted to see you." 

At that moment, Tyler walked into the office. "What's up, 
Stephan? Mrs. Cross made it seem important." 

"It is. Close the door and have a seat." Once Tyler sat in 
the chair next to Denise, Stephan began. "I have a project for 
the both of you. This is more important than anything else." 
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"What is it, Stephan?" Tyler asked. 

"Tyler do you remember who the PI was we used for the 
jewelry robbery three years ago?" 

"Yeah, Sergio Stone. Has there been another robbery?" 

"No." Shifting his gaze to his project manager, he 
instructed her, "Denise, I want you to give him a call. See if 
he can find out some information on Lance Parker." 

"Parker? Didn't you tell me the cops think he had 
something to do with the drugs in the club?" Tyler 
questioned. 

"That's right. Our DEA has been working the case in 
conjunction with the Italians for over three weeks. I don't 
intend to sit back and wait any longer." Behind his desk, 
Stephan resumed his pacing from earlier. 

"What do you want from me?" Tyler asked. 

"Tyler, do you remember I told you Chantal saw Nicole at 
the club?" 

"Yeah, I do. Strange to me she didn't cause a scene. It's 
not like Nicole not to seek you out." Tyler shrugged. "Maybe 
she learned her lesson from Jamaica." 

"That seems strange," Denise interjected. 

Stephan stopped moving and looked at her. 

She continued, "I went to high school with Nicole. She has 
never been one to fade into the background." 

"Exactly." Stephan moved to the front side of his desk. "As 
much as I'd love for it to be true, she would never miss an 
opportunity to rile Chantal." 

"So, why was she there?" Denise asked. 
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"T think she had something to do with it." Stephan leaned 
on the edge of his desk. 

"You know what Stephan?" Tyler began. "I would've never 
put two and two together, but I think you're right. Nicole was 
never the brightest person, but maybe once in her life she 
thought before she acted, knowing if she caused a scene, 
someone would implicate her." 

"The funny thing is I wouldn't have considered her at all if 
she had caused trouble." He gave a broken chuckle. "That 
kills her moment of genius." 

"If Parker is behind this and he knows anything about 
Nicole, I'm sure he didn't intend for her to be there. She 
probably couldn't resist the temptation of watching Chantal 
fall." Denise exhaled. "If she knows something, she will tell 
it." 

"If her motive is what I think it is, I'll find out." 

"How?" Tyler glanced at him, curiosity filling his eyes. 

"The old Lexington charm." Stephan smiled. 

Tyler laughed. 
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Nineteen 


"You're going to do what?" Chantal stood up from her chair 
and eyed her husband across her desk. Stephan had just 
finished telling her about his meeting with Tyler and Denise. 

"It'll only be for a few hours, hopefully." Stephan 
attempted to reassure her. "I know it'll work, Chantal. I hate 
to say it, but the girl is obsessed with me." 

"I know she is." She crossed her arms over her chest 
taking in the handsome features of her husband's face. 
"That's why I don't want you to do it. Sooner or later all of 
this mess will die down." Dropping her arms she walked over 
to the couch and sat. She tried to sound positive and 
confident in the legal system. However, she and Stephan both 
knew that her patience was starting to wear thin. 

He sat beside her. "It will, Chantal, but I don't want it to 
just go away. I want the people who are responsible for this 
to pay." 

"But why do you have to do it? Can't you get someone 
else?" The thought of Stephan letting Nicole believe for one 
moment he was hers, drove Chantal insane. 

"It'll be all right, honey. I can handle Nicole." He embraced 
her. "I see how this has affected you, Chantal, and I don't 
know any other way. Especially, since the police haven't 
gotten any leads." 

Resting her head on his shoulder, she conceded. "Okay, 
but if that hussy tries to get you into bed, forget the whole 
thing. Then let me scratch her eyes out." 
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"You have my word." 


She kissed his smiling mouth. 
*K OK OK OK 


"Do you think she's going to show?" Tyler asked, from a 
stuffed chair in the honeymoon suite at the local Marriot. 

Looking down at his watch, Stephan noted Nicole was 
thirty minutes late. "Trust me, Tyler, she's going to show. She 
likes to keep men waiting. It's all part of her games." Stephan 
turned on the radio not wanting it to interfere with Tyler 
hearing what was happening in the room. Everything was set. 
Now they just needed Nicole. 

"T hope this evening pays off." Tyler flicked a lily petal 
arranged with others in the vase on the small table. 

They purchased them because they were Nicole's favorite, 
just like the seafood on the table. 

"So do I." He sighed. 

There was a soft knock on the door. 

Tyler gave Stephan a thumbs up then briskly walked into 
the darkened bathroom and hid, leaving the door open. 

Stephan surveyed the room one last time then opened the 


door. 
*K KK XK 


"I'm on pins and needles just thinking about it, Liza." 
Chantal sat on the couch at Liza's apartment picking through 
her Chinese takeout. 
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"Try not to. Stephan will be here soon. Besides, Tyler's 
there with him and he promised me, he wouldn't allow that 
vulture to get her beak in your husband." 

"He is mine, isn't he, Liza?" She looked up at her friend 
with concern. 

"How can you even doubt that?" Liza's chopstick hovered 
over the white box in her hand. "Everyone can see how 
perfect you two are together." 

"I know this is going to sound stupid, but a small part of 
me wonders if Nicole can win him back." She pushed her food 
away, too nervous to eat. "What if they get in there and all of 
that acting he's doing starts him to thinking?" 

"Look, Tyler told me their relationship was over long before 
you two met. He says Nicole's a spoiled selfish bitch and 
everyone was glad when they finally broke up." 

"T just wish that barracuda would get the hint. The fact she 
even agreed to this tells me, she still hasn't moved on." She 
picked up her glass of juice and drank from it. 

"T've just the movie to get your mind off what is going on 
at the Marriot." Liza got up and grabbed a movie from her 
collection. 

"What is it?" Chantal asked when Liza placed the tape in 
the VCR and sat down. 

"Rush Hour." Action comedies had always been her and 
Liza's favorite. 

"Fine. But if we make it through two as well, I'm going to 
that hotel." 

Popping the movie into the player beside the massive T.V. 
Liza said, "And you got back up." 
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They both laughed as the opening credits began. 


*K OK OK * 


"So how's your lobster?" Stephan asked Nicole. 

He wasn't surprised when he opened the door to find her 
wearing a revealing red dress with heels and purse to match 
and her hair and makeup flawless. The tight strapless dress 
displayed the imprint of her erect nipples. In typical Nicole 
fashion, the outfit was short and her legs bare. When he'd 
initially started dating Nicole, her style of dress would make 
his dick hard and his mouth water, but not any more. The 
only thing she stirred inside of him was disgust. 

"It's fabulous. It just melts in my mouth," her voice was 
laced with sensuous tones. 

"Here, try some oysters." He held a forkful out to her. 

Nicole made a purring sound as if she were receiving the 
greatest satisfaction as she ate. "Delicious." Then she 
dragged her tongue across her lips as if to catch something 
that dropped. 

He focused his eyes on Nicole's action, and pretended to 
groan in passion, when what he really wanted to do was hurl. 

The meal continued on that path for a few moments. 

"Let's go out on the balcony." He stood quickly, knowing if 
he consumed another bite, he'd ruin the hotel room and 
Nicole's dress. 

"I'm glad you came, Nicole." Stephan stared at the 
Southside of the Pentagon as he took several cleansing 
breaths. 

"Why did you call me, Stephan?" 
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Out of the corner of his eye he saw Nicole turn her body 
toward his, awaiting his answer. Because you set-up my wife 
and I want your ass to pay. He knew he had to play this out if 
he wanted Chantal's name to be cleared. "I missed you. Life 
isn't as exciting without you." Glancing at her, he reached his 
hand out and touched her face. 

She leaned her body closer to his. "I thought you'd never 
call me." She pouted her lips out for effect. 

"I was trying to keep up appearances." He dropped his 
hand, purposely brushing her shoulder on the way down. 
"Would you like some more champagne?" 

"T would love some." She followed him back into the room. 

Refilling their empty glasses on the table, he handed Nicole 
hers, making it her forth drink since dinner. The hazy look in 
her eyes proved she was starting to feel the effects. He 
retrieved a bowl of strawberries from the bar. 

Making his way to the settee where Nicole sat he got a full 
glimpse under her dress as she crossed her legs. There wasn't 
a doubt in his mind that it was Nicole's intention. He clearly 
saw her Brazilian message. 

It took everything within him not to falter in his steps. He 
kept the smile plastered to his face. Pretending he 
appreciated her little peep show. 

Sitting down next to her, he fed her a few strawberries 
dipping them into his own champagne first. She purposefully 
let some of the juice and alcohol run down her chin. He knew 
she expected him to go get it. 
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Sticking his finger out, he strategically caught it before it 
met her bosom. That was an adventure he didn't want to 
encounter. 

She moaned as he dragged his finger back up to her 
mouth. 

When he reached her mouth, like a piranha Nicole quickly 
bowed her head taking his finger into her mouth and suckling 
it, before he could pull away. 

Swallowing down the bile, he rescued his digit removing it 
from her mouth. 

"IT knew you would remember how we were together, 
Stephan. Good things are hard to forget." 

"Yes, they are." He thought of Chantal's beautiful face. 

"I knew one day you'd become tired of the boring She-Ra. ' 
She picked up a large strawberry and took it wholly into her 
mouth, popping off the stem. 

"You always were talented," he remarked, wondering if 
Nicole realized her whorish talents could earn her more 
money than her parents gave her in allowance. "These last 
few weeks have really made me consider some mistakes I've 
made in my life." You, he thought to himself. 

"She-Ra's drug bust hasn't affected your company has it?" 

Her look of alarm was almost comical. 

Stephan knew she was worried about him being broke, not 
his possible emotional troubles. "No, not at all," he reassured 
her. 

"That's good." Placing her hand on his leg, she began 
massaging, gradually moving her hand upward. 


362 


The Marriage Clause 
by Yvette Hines 


Picking up her hands, he held them tightly in his in order 
to keep them from their direction, hoping Nicole took it for 
sincerity. "Chantal is nothing like you. I could never truly feel 
for her what I feel for you." Disgust, his mind yelled. 

"IT could tell." Her glassy eyes looked away, then back at 
him. "Aren't you glad she was scandalized in the papers?" 

He noted the hint of a smile playing at the corner of her 
mouth. 

"It was a sight to see. I wish I knew how the police got a 
hold of the truth." It was time to play his hand, before Nicole 
got too involved in getting him into bed. "Whoever it was 
should be rewarded ... well. If I wanted to divorce Chantal, I 
could do it now without looking bad in the public eye." 

"You and I can finally be together." It was unexpected 
when she launched herself at him, wrapping her arms around 
him. 

Stephan placed his hands around her and rubbed her back, 
pretending his excitement. "Nicole. Do you know how much I 
wished someone would give me my freedom?" He forced her 
body away from his so he could look into her face. "I'd look at 
you when we were in the same place. This is going to sound 
crazy, but do you remember the night of the showing in 
Jamaica?" 

"I sure do." She giggled. "I remember how you held me in 
your arms in front of everyone." 

From Stephan's point of view, he remembered Nicole 
plastering herself against him, giving him no escape. 

"That night when I left the party with her..." He allowed 
the words to drift away. "My wife is nothing like I thought she 
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would be when I married her." Gazing directly into Nicole's 
light brown eyes, he said, "I'm indebted to whoever it was 
that alerted the cops. I'd give them anything they desired if I 
ever found out who it was." 

Something flickered in the depth of her eyes, turning 
Nicole got up from the settee. 

"What is it, Nicole? Did I say something to upset you?" 
Stephan got and moved behind her, placing his hands on her 
shoulders. 

"Stephan, I didn't tell you this, because I thought you 
would be mad at me, but now I know how you truly feel 
about me I can tell you the truth." Nicole faced him. 

"You can tell me the truth. It'll never change my feelings 
toward you." Firmly, he held her shoulder wanting to shake 
her. 

"T did it." 

"You did what?" He scrunched his forehead, hoping to 
appear confused. 

"I'm the one who turned the Italian police onto Chantal?" 

"You did it?" 

"Yes, Stephan." Nicole grabbed him with a pleading look in 
her eyes. "But, I only did it so that we could be together." 

"Thank you." He kissed both of her hands trying to display 
he appreciated what she did. "I only hope they don't link what 
she has been doing with my business. Especially, since I had 
my showing there and I've stores I run out of her hotels." He 
crossed to the settee holding his head looking worried. 
"Nicole, I could lose money if I have to move my business. 
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They could implicate me if they find drugs at the Jamaica 
hotel." 

Nicole came over to the chair almost running trying to 
console him. "Don't worry, Stephan. The police will never find 
any drugs there. It was all a set-up." 

"You don't know that for sure. I saw the drugs. It's all 
real." Stephan grabbed her face and looked into her eyes. "I 
know you're just trying to set my mind at ease. If she is 
really selling drugs, I could get caught in the middle of it." 
Stephan began rubbing his hands across his head and 
fidgeting. "They'll probably throw me in jail. I'm her husband. 
They'll get me for sure." 

"Stephan, I'm not just trying to ease your mind. I helped 
them plan the whole thing." 

"No, you didn't, Nicole. You couldn't be that heartless?" He 
patted her knee. 

"Yes, I can. I knew it would finally bring us together." 

Stephan could see all of the pride oozing out of Nicole. 

"How did you do it?" 

She laid her head on his shoulder. "It was a plan of 
genius," she said then began her confession. 

Periodically, he asked questions to clarify who was 
responsible for each stage of the plan. 

"It was brilliant. I know you're just trying to be modest 
when you say Parker came up with it." Got him, he rejoiced 
internally. 

Raising her head, she gazed at him with doe eyes. "No, he 
really did. Parker's nephew, Trent Kilburn, is a dirty cop and 
followed the two of you around. That's how we found out 
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what was going on way before it hit the papers. It gave us 
time to plan. When the time came, it was easy for him to lift a 
kilo of marijuana from the evidence room." 

"But I bet you had a bigger part in it." Stephan wanted to 
make sure he got all of the facts. 

"Not really, I just used my feminine wiles on all of those 
pathetic managers, which kept the Empresses flying in and 
out of Jamaica to interview. Some of those guys aren't very 
smart. It was easy to have them eating out of the palm of my 
hands." 

Nicole caught Stephan's look of disgust on his face and 
misread it. "Oh don't be jealous, Stephan, I only slept with 
them for us. Sometimes you have to make a Sacrifice for the 
bigger picture," she said, attempting to provide wisdom. 

"You're so right. I'm glad you told me this, Nicole. It's 
going to make all of the difference in our future relationship." 

"I knew you would understand." Nicole turned her body in 
to Stephan's and began to rub her ample bosom across his 
chest. "Now, since all of that is out of the way, we can get 
down to why you really invited me here." 

Nicole loosened his tie then started to work on the buttons 
of his shirt. "Stephan, you don't know how long I've waited 
for us to be like this again." When a few buttons were 
undone, she placed her hand inside of his shirt and started 
stroking his chest. "Let's move to the bed where we can be 
more comfortable." 

The touch of her hands was making his skin crawl. "I've a 
better idea." He was trying his damnedest to stall, praying for 
Tyler to initiate the plan of escape. 
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"What idea is that?" Nicole was all over him like melting 
butter. 

"IT want you to dance for me. I always loved the way you 
danced." He hoped Nicole took the notes of desperation in his 
voice as breathless anticipation. 

"Okay," she said a note of disappointment in her voice. 

Come on, Tyler. He got up from the settee and turned up 
the music. Thankful to hear a fast song begin, hoping it would 
keep her off him. 

Nicole got up when she heard the music playing and 
started her dance of seduction. When she swung her hands 
behind her back to her zipper, Stephan stopped her. 

What are you doing sleeping, Tyler? "We have all night. 
Take your time, tease me." 

She smiled. 

As she danced to the song, she ensured her movements 
contained multiple squats giving him plenty of looks up her 
dress. Stephan felt like he was trapped in a bad nightmare. 

When she started to unzip the back of her dress again, the 
sound of the zipper screamed through the room accompanied 
by his cellular phone. 

"Don't answer it," she called out, holding the undone dress 
by its bodice. 

"Don't move," he barked, jogging the few steps to the 
table and removed his phone from his coat pocket. "Lexington 
here," he announced, then began to carry on a conversation 
for a few minutes, pretending to be bothered. 

"Who was that?" Nicole asked when Stephan hung up his 
phone and put it into his pants pocket. 
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"You're not going to believe this, but I have to go into the 
office." 

"Why?" Disappointment consumed her features and voice. 

"There was an emergency with one of the diamond 
shipments, and I have to check it out." He walked over to her 
and placed a hand on each of her shoulders. "It won't take 
me long." 

"Why can't someone else look into it? Call Tyler." Her voice 
was starting to do the whining thing Stephan always hated. 

"I can't call Tyler; it's not his job." And he's stuck in the 
bathroom. "Besides a few years ago we had some 
counterfeits and I set up a rule, if there were any 
discrepancies I'd see to them myself. Someone would 
question if I don't go check it out. Remember, I'm still 
married and we have to keep up appearances or it could get 
really ugly." 

"Okay." She pouted, pushing her bottom lip out. "Do you 
want me to wait here for you?" 

Stephan turned her around and re-zipped her dress. "No, I 
want you to take a cab home and I'll stop by there when I'm 
done." 

"Okay, but, hurry up. We have a lot of catching up to do." 
Nicole grabbed her purse off the chair and wiggled her hips 
over to the door. "I'll see you soon." She blew him a kiss and 
left. 

When the hotel room door closed, Tyler exited the 
bathroom. "We got them." 
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"Thanks to your slow ass, I thought she almost had me." 
Stephan let out a pent up breath and collapsed onto the 


settee. 
* Ok KX 


Stephan and Tyler picked up Chantal and Liza on their way 
to the police station. When they arrived at the department, 
they told the DEA officer who was working on the case with 
the Italian police, what Nicole had confessed to him. They 
taped him and Tyler's account of the whole setup, as told by 
Nicole. After that, the police dispatched a patrol to arrest 
Nicole, Parker and Trent Kilburn, who was off duty that night. 

While they were at the station, they found out that internal 
affairs had Kilburn under surveillance, but were having a hard 
time pinning anything on him. They told them Trent's arrest 
would probably lead to a number of unsolved cases. 

On their way out, Nicole was being escorted in. 

She looked at Stephan with tears in her eyes for a brief 
moment. Then held her head high and strolled away with the 
assistance of a police officer. 

Stephan knew Nicole would tell all she knew to keep 
herself out of jail. 

Parker walked in and spotted Chantal and lunged toward 
her, "You bit—" 

Stephan's hands around his throat cut off the older man's 
words. "Give me one reason. It doesn't even have to be a 
good one, just one that will allow me to squeeze your 
miserable life out of your body." 
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Eyes bulging Parker squeaked out, "Are you threatening 
me?" 

"No, just promising," he declared emphatically, and then 
let the man's neck go. 

Parker coughed to attempt to clear his throat and return 
air to his lungs, and then screamed, "I still have connections. 
You better watch your fucking back, Stephan." 

"Well, your connections aren't going to mean shit in jail. 
Therefore, you need to watch your back. Maybe some of your 
associates can send you some cigarettes or something to 
keep them off." 

After the cops led a fuming Parker away, Chantal said, 
"Let's get you to a shower, So we can remove Nicole's 
raunchy perfume off you." 

"Sweetheart, I want you to know I may have led Nicole on 
to get the answers I needed, but I didn't do anything with 
her." He gazed into his wife's beautiful hazel eyes. 

"TI trust you, Stephan," she whispered. 

"Good. Let's hurry up and get home. I've had about a 
pound of oysters tonight and I think I have enough stamina 
to finish out the rest of the positions in your book." 

Grabbing his hand, Chantal pulled him out the door. "Then 
let's not waste time." 

Tyler and Liza's laughter echoed behind them as they 
departed to a separate car. 
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Twenty 


"Hello," Stephan answered the phone barely awake. 
"Okay. I'll tell her. Thanks a lot." He hung up and took a deep 
breath. 

"What's wrong?" Chantal asked in between yawns. "Which 
one of us is being called into work at three o'clock in the 
morning?" 

When Stephan didn't answer, Chantal sat up in the bed. 
"What is it, Stephan?" 

"It's your Aunt Marilyn." 

"What about her?" The same sickening emotion assailed 
her heart when she was told her parents had died. Fear. "Is 
she...?" She couldn't even bring herself to ask. 

"Not yet, but that was Dr. Hunter and he says she doesn't 
have much time left and she's asking for you." 

Chantal went numb all over. 

"Chantal?" Stephan shook her by the shoulders, concern in 
his voice. 

"T'm all right, Stephan." 

She stared over his shoulder at the bare wall. Over the 
weeks while the drug case had surrounded her, she had 
allowed shame and pride to keep her from talking to her aunt 
about it. She had even felt relieved when Aunt Marilyn hadn't 
called to rile her about the reputation of the family business. 

"Do you want me to go with you?" Her husband's voice 
broke into her thoughts. 
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Gazing at the man who'd stood by her and supported her 
through all the madness, she said, "Yes. I do." 

They got up from the bed and got dressed. When they left 
the bedroom, Phelps and Vanneca followed them down the 
hall. At the bottom landing the couples went in separate 
directions, the felines to the kitchen and Chantal and her 
husband out the front door. 

She and Stephan rode in silence. At her family home, 
Waverly met them at the door. 

"Hello, Mrs. Chantal, Mr. Lexington. It's good to see you 
again. I wish it were under better circumstances," his voice 
filled with concern. 

Looking at Waverly, she noted for the first time in her life 
the butler looked old and tired. 

Touching his arm, she agreed, "So do I, Waverly. Where is 
my Aunt Marilyn?" 

"She's in her room, but Dr. Hunter is waiting to speak with 
you in the study." 

Nodding, she went to her father's study with Stephan 
beside her. Dr. Hunter was asleep on the couch. 

"Dr. Hunter." She shook the older man gently by the 
shoulders. 

"Hello, Chantal. I'm sorry. I must have dosed off." He 
awoke and started to rise from the couch. 

"Don't get up, Dr. Hunter. I'm sure you're tried." She sat 
in one of the two chairs Stephan pulled over. "What's wrong 
with my aunt, Doctor?" 
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He pulled his body up and rested against the back of the 
couch. "It's complicated, Chantal. I won't go into great 
details, but I'll tell you the gist of it." 

Stephan got up and poured the older man a glass of water 
and handed it to him. 

Dr. Hunter took a drink of the water then began. "When 
your aunt was young, she developed a case of strep throat. 
During that time people used a lot of home remedies and 
didn't always call for a doctor unless the illness seemed 
serious and prolonged over a long period of time." 

"T remember my father telling me she was a sickly child." 

"Yes, she was. By the time your grandparents called my 
father, who was your family doctor at the time, your aunt's 
strep infection developed into acute rheumatic fever." 

"I'm not all that clear on what rheumatic fever is," she told 
him. 

"Rheumatic fever is an inflammatory disease that can 
affect connected tissues of the body. In your aunt's case, it 
was her heart. It was much later in her life when we 
discovered she sustained some damage to her heart valve. 
About ten years ago, she came to me reporting that when she 
exerted herself, she noticed she was having shortness of 
breath. She was tired a lot and had been having problems 
with swelling in her legs. I ran some tests and determined she 
had congestive heart failure." 

"This has been going on for ten years? Why hasn't she had 
surgery or some other type of treatment?" She tried not to 
sound accusing, but she was concerned about her aunt's 
apparent lack of medical care. 
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Stephan reached over and took her hand. 

"I prescribed medications for her over the years, and some 
of them slowed down the process. But, the damage to her 
heart was so extensive none would have been more effective 
than surgery." 

"Why didn't she have the operation? It's not as if we 
couldn't afford it." 

"I don't know, Chantal. For one reason or another she 
continued to put it off against my advice. When I received the 
call from Carol, I knew her heart was failing." 

"Why didn't someone take her to the hospital? Why isn't 
she on an operating table now, instead of lying in her bed 
dying?" She no longer tried to keep herself calm. She felt 
helpless. 

"Believe me, Chantal, I tried to get her to go to the 
hospital. But, even now she refused to go." The doctor looked 
down at his hands for a long silent moment then raised his 
head. "Even if she did want it, Chantal, it's too late. If the 
surgery didn't kill her, she still wouldn't survive past a few 
days or maybe a week." 

She got up from the chair and headed out of the study. "I 
want to go and see her." 

"Do you want me to go up with you?" Stephan asked when 
he caught up with her at the bottom of the stairs. 

"No, Stephan. This is something I have to do alone." Then 
she continued up the stairs to her Aunt Marilyn's bedroom. 

When she walked in the room, it felt cold with the feel of 
death. 
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Ms. Carol, Liza's mother, sat beside the bed mopping her 
aunt's brow with a cloth. "Hello, Chantal. I'm glad you're 
here." 

"How long has she been sick, Mrs. Carol." 

"About two weeks that I know about. She kept telling me 
she was fine and saying it was just old age. She would just sit 
out on the deck for hours reminiscing about the olden days. 
Then this morning I was worried because she hadn't shown 
up for her usual early morning breakfast. When I came up to 
check on her, I found her lying weak in her bed. I called Dr. 
Hunter. She has been in and out since then." 

"Thank you." She hugged her best friend's mother. "I want 
a few moments alone with her." 

"T'll be downstairs if you need me." Ms. Carol left the 
room. 

Crossing the carpeted floor to the bed, she stared at the 
woman who had raised her since her parent's death. They'd 
had so many problems. So many unanswered questions still 
lay between them. Her aunt's body already appeared 
skeleton-like. Chantal picked up the cloth Mrs. Carol had lain 
down and continued stroking her aunt's brow. 

"Aunt Marilyn, it's me, Chantal. I'm here." 

For a while, there was no response. Then her aunt slowly 
parted her eyes. She watched her aunt slowly turn her head 
facing her. 

Aunt Marilyn's breathing was raged. 

"T only wanted to do what was best for you," her aunt 
whispered through dry cracked lips. 
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"Did it ever bother you, Aunt Marilyn?" Chantal's gaze 
dropped to her own lap. 

"What?" Her aunt sighed heavily. 

The annoyed tone of her aunt's voice was gone, replaced 
by one of sorrow. 

"That my parents died? Your brother?" Leaning back in the 
chair she looked at her aunt. 

"Of course it bothered me. But, what good would it do, 
what would it have changed for me to allow myself to wallow 
around and cry?" she wheezed. "It would serve no purpose 
and things wouldn't have gotten done. You were a young 
woman and at a critical moment in your life. The way I have 
trained you since your parents’ untimely death in the 
shipwreck determined how well you held up in society." 

The way her aunt spoke troubled Chantal, as if she were 
some insolent pet her parents had left for her aunt to care 
for, instead of her niece. 

"T was never asked if I wanted to be trained." Chantal 
noticed she was getting emotional and her voice was starting 
to crack, but she didn't care. Over the years, the only thing 
she wanted from her aunt was love. 

"That is ridiculous! You were sixteen. You didn't know what 
you wanted. You are a Montgomery. I have worked too hard 
to ensure this family keeps a good name. The business was 
struggling and I couldn't risk embarrassment." 

"As I caused. You can Say it." Dropping her head in her 
hands, Chantal couldn't believe that after everything she had 
worked toward, she'd still accomplished the one thing her 
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aunt feared. Embarrassment. "I'm sorry, Aunt Marilyn. I 
didn't mean to upset you." 

Aunt Marilyn's hand rested on her shoulder. 

"Don't try to talk now. You need your rest." Still not raising 
her head, Chantal ground the heels of her hand into her eyes 
attempting to hold back the tears. Her aunt had always 
admired strength. 

"If I make it to heaven, I won't need rest." Her aunt took a 
few more struggling breaths. "I'm so sorry for the way I 
treated you." 

That comment caused Chantal to raise her head. "I know 
you only did what you thought was right." 

Lifting her shaky hand, Aunt Marilyn touched her cheek. 
"When I looked at you, I saw myself and I only wanted the 
best for you." 

Squeezing her aunt's hand, she placed it back on the bed 
wanting her aunt to save her strength. 

"How are you and your husband? Does he treat you well?" 
she asked. 

"Yes, he treats me good. We had a slow start of it, but we 
finally got it together," she assured her. 

"I knew you would." Her aunt's eyes closed. 

The room grew quiet, and she thought her aunt had fallen 
back to sleep. 

"I had a love once," Aunt Marilyn spoke in a whisper. 

"You did? I never knew." That surprised Chantal. She had 
never even conceived the idea her aunt would give anything 
but the family business a place in her life. 

"We loved each other purely." 
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When her aunt's eyes open, they held a distant look. 

"We had plans to marry." 

"What happened?" She had to lean forward to hear her. 
"He was arranged to someone else. I considered asking 
him to run away with me, but it would've shamed his family. 
He was a good and honorable man. I couldn't let him do 

that." 

"I'm sure he never forgot you." 

Chantal's aunt continued as if she had never spoken. 

"When I saw you and Stephan standing at the altar, I 
knew what we would have looked like. I knew at that 
moment, we had done the right thing. It was worth giving up 
my true love for your happiness." 

Chantal didn't understand what one had to do with the 
other. "I know it couldn't have been easy raising me after my 
parents’ death. I'm sorry I disappointed you so much." 

"You never disappointed me, Chantal." Her aunt took a 
strangled breath. "I love you, and I am very proud of you." 

"I love you too, Aunt Marilyn." She could no longer hold 
back her tears. She picked up her aunt's cold hand. 

"Tell Bernard, that I'm glad he found happiness with his 
wife and I will always love hi..." Before her aunt could utter 
her last word she died. A slow gasp came from her aunt's 
parted lips as if she exhaled her last breath. 

For a moment, she sat there rocking back and forth, 
holding her aunt's lifeless hand against her face. When she 
was finally able to move, she released her aunt's hand, laying 
it on her stomach. One last glance at the woman who made 
her the strong executive that she was, then she left the room. 
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As she walked down the stairs, she realized she had finally 
heard the words she had been waiting to hear from her aunt 
for almost eight years. 

She was proud of her. 

She thought of all of the wasted time they both were 
responsible for. 

Over the last year they had barely spoken, both of them 
filled with pride as her aunt slowly died. 

When she reached the bottom of the stairs, Stephan came 
out of the study. At that moment, the rest of her aunt's words 
hit home. 

"Are you all right?" Stephan wrapped his arms around her. 

"Yes, I'm fine. As I sat there listening to her I realized my 
aunt was dying of a broken heart." 

"What did she say?" 

Chantal looked at her husband. Knowing the love they 
shared wouldn't have been possible had it not been for her 
aunt's sacrifice. "She never stopped loving your father." 
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Epilogue 


Stephan and Chantal sat cuddled in each other's arms on 
the couch in the Lexington living room as they watched his 
father exit the room after briefing them on her aunt's funeral 
arrangements. 

"Are you okay, Chantal?" Stephan asked his wife. She'd 
been extremely quiet all day, and he was concerned. 

"T will be. I'm a little shell shocked by all the things I've 
learned today." She settled deeper against his side. 

He stroked her arm. "That's understandable. We've both 
had a lot to digest, but I think that we're the better for it." 

"Do you know what the greatest lesson I learned today 
was?" She glanced up at him. 

"What was that?" He stared down into her almond shaped 
eyes that always reminded him of topaz and emeralds. 

"IT learned, I've waited too long to tell you I love you and 
nothing is more important to me than you." Touching the side 
of his face, she stroked his jaw. 

Feeling her caress and hearing her words he closed his 
eyes and breathed not wanting to rush the moment. 
Capturing her gaze once again, he repeated her. "You love 
me." 

"T started falling in love with you when I met you at my 
prom. I was just too prideful to tell you. Which is something 
else I've learned. It's okay to be proud, but I don't want to 
hurt us by shutting you out and trying to do everything on my 
own." 
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"Baby, I fell in love with you the moment I was on the 
redeye to Spain, but I let my ego keep us apart. I was so 
afraid of being second place to your company." 

"Stephan, I love Montgomery Hotels, but it'll never come 
before you. The company was my aunt's life." Placing her lips 
against his, she gave him a soft kiss. "I want more," she 
whispered, her lips fluttering across his. 

Pulling her tight to his chest, he felt his heart swell at her 
admission. 

"There's something else I want to talk to you about, 
honey." Chantal's eyes were downcast. 

"I'm listening." He leaned back to see her face clearer. 

Lifting her gaze, she told him, "I want us to move into the 
Montgomery house." 

When he opened his mouth to respond, his wife placed a 
finger on his lips to stop him. 

She continued, "I'm not saying I don't feel at home here. 
Your family accepted me from the beginning even when you 
and I were having problems. I also know you love this place 
as much as I love mine. However, that house holds so many 
memories for me with my parents. And now since my aunt 
has passed away, it will be empty." Chantal placed her hands 
on top of his. "Stephan, I want to fill that house with 
laughter, happiness and children. I want to have company 
parties and holiday celebrations, just like my parents did. I 
want to keep their memory alive." 

"Whatever you want I'll give it to you. I just want to please 
you." Raising her hand, he brushed his lips across her 
knuckles. 
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Sliding her body along his, she wrapped her arms around 
his neck and smiled. "I also want Phelps and Vanneca to 
come with us." 

"Those two traders?" Stephan looked down at his wife's 
radiant grin. "If they keep a smile like this on your face, then 
by all means they're welcome." Leaning down he nibbled the 
side of her neck. "My only desire is to make you happy ... , 
my seraphim." He started unbuttoning her top. "My muse." 
Glancing at her abundant breasts swelling above her bra, he 
groaned and said, "My paramour." 

Pushing him back, she eyed him, understanding shining in 
her gaze. "It was you! All that time I thought I received those 
poems by mistake." 

He pulled her across his lap. "All of those words I meant 
from the center of my heart. I couldn't find the courage to tell 
you face to face. But, I had to let you know." 

"They were the most beautiful words I'd ever read. Now, I 
know why they touched my heart so deeply." Tears began to 
well up in her eyes. 

"Get used to words of love from me, because I plan to 
honor this marriage clause for life." 

She gave him a saucy smile. "Hmmm, you do know how to 
say the sweetest things, Mr. Lexington." 

"I know how to do sexy things as well." Wiggling his 
eyebrows, he stood up with her in his arms and headed out 
the door. 

Chantal's laughter trailed them up the stairs to their 
bedroom. 

Reader Group Discussion Questions 
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+ Which characters did you find most interesting? Why? 

+ How do you feel about Chantal's father deciding to 
arrange a marriage for her? Do you think contracted 
marriages still happen in corporate America? 

+ Were you surprised when Stephan left Chantal on their 
wedding night? Did you believe his reason for leaving was 
valid? 

+ Chantal was destined to make a name for herself in 
business. Do you believe that she allowed her drive to 
overshadow her love for Stephan? If so, in what way? 

+ Compare Stephan's relationship with his father and 
Chantal's with her aunt. How did the patriarchal/matriarchal 
influence affect each person's character development? 

+ What was your favorite scene in the book? 

+ Which character did you identify with the most? Why? 
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